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PREFACE. 

THE Plan of the following Mif- 
ccllany w«y juftly be confiderei 
as ^ntircjy new. Our D^^gR W»s to 
form a CoUf^ion of fucli fpall, but 
valuable. Poetical Pifces^ wjrittei) by Qen* 
demen of Oxford, gs never before ^^ 
pe^rpd together •, gn^ which bciug hi- 
therto publiflied Jieparatiely, or, as i^ 
were, by Accident, wQpld otherwife have 
^een overlooked an^l forgotten, partly 
for want of ^Length, and p^y ffon^ 
their Manner of Publication. Amongft 
%hdky are interlperfed feveral Pieces, of 
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iv PREFACE. 

the greateft Merit, never before printed. 
This Stock of Materials, which All will 
allow to be highly feafoned^ thus carefully 
felefted, and happily blended, we have 
ventured, with fome Degree of Propriety, 
to pirefent to .the Public, under the Name 
of The Oxford Sausagb. 

L 

t . • .. - ..^ 

Our principal Aim, has been to colle& 
Poems of Humour and Buf^tefque. And in 
Conformity to this Intention, our CutSy 
for which the moll able Mafters have 
been engaged, are engraved in the fame 
Style. On thefe Confiderations, our 
Sausage, we prefume, will not only gra- 
tify the Palate, but, if the old and ap- 
proved Proverb, Laugh and be Fat, 
be true, will at the fame Time contri- 
bute to make our Readers Thrive. All 
fuch Perfons, therefore, as are grown 
tbiny by too much Study, Fafting, and 

low 






PREFACE. V 

low Spirits, if they would improve their 
Conftrtution, and mend their Habit, are 
hereby invited to partake of this cheap, 
delicious, and falutary, Morfel. As to 
Readers of a more genial Complexion, 
and a more joyous Difpofition, we need 
not doubt of being favoured with their 
Company. In the mean Time it is de- 
clared, that we do not mean by our Title 
to exclude any particular Seft or Deno- 
mination of People, For Jews^ as well 
as Chriftians, may feed on our Sausage, 
without hurting their Confciences. 

In order to render the following Mif- 
cell any complete, no Pains have been 
fpared in procuring Pieces, and no Re- 
fources have been left unexplored. That 
nothing might efcape us, we have even 
€;xamined the indefatigable Dr. RawUn-^ 
[oif% voluminous CoUeftion of Manu*- 

A 3 fcripts. 
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Tcripts lately prefented to the Bodleian 
Uhrary. But*, We muft acknowledge, 
withoiit Succcfs ; as not one poignant 
Ingredient was to be found in all that im- 
menfc H^af) of rare and invaluable 
Originals. Indeed, our chief Afliftance 
has been from feme curious and ingeni- 
lius Members of the Uniyerfity of Oxford^ 
who ha^e made it their Bufinefs to pfe- 
ferve fuch fugitive Pieces, as were beft 
ndapud to this Befign^ 

Many Gonj^ftures, we apprehend^ will 
be formed, concerning the CoUeSlor of 
this Wwk. SOttie win pfobibly fufpeft 
him to bl^'thAt wUff^c(dX3ttiiVi^ who com^ 
pil^d the Companion to t^e G^ide ; 
\^hile Others will perhaps guefs him to 
be the fanlie with the weil-bfed and immur^ 
MS Writer of ite latd Tzvlvlm Fitius; 
But thefb fagaiicus Im^igators will havb 

found 
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fmni mt nothirtg^ even if thejr Ihould fuc- 
ceed thus fat in their Cbnjcflures: as 
moft unluckily the Author of thofe Pieces 
will never ht known. Notwithftahding, 
whoever Ihatl be lb happy as to make this • 
T>if£(fve7y^ and will, on unqueftionable 
Proof, deliver in the CoHe^or^s real 
Name, to Mn Jackson, Printer, in tie 
Uigh'Jireety Oxfori^ or to Mr. Taues 
Fletcher at th t)xford theatre, in SK 
Paulas Church Tardy ihall receive^ ns a 
Reward for unriddling thii Myfteryj^ and * 
oh Condition that the Secret go no fur- 
ther. Twelve Sausages, neatly bound> 
gilt, find lettered. 

it toay he proper, in this Place, to ad- 
vertifc our Readers, that great Part of 
this Work was printed off, when we were 
fo unfortunate as to lofe the facetious Mr* 
Benjamin Tyrrell, Cook, in the Higk 

Struct, 
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V. 

Streety Oxford. This fatal and uncxpecSttd 

Blow has retarded the Publication of our 

' • ■ ■ ... 

Mifcellany for fome little Time : but it 
' is hoped that Ben's Cookery^ which makes 
' no inconfiderable Figure in this Work, 

will ftill continue to be relijhed by all 

Readers of true J'qjle. . ^ 

It was intended, by Way of Frontif- 
piece, to prefix to this Publication, an 
elegant Engraving of Mother Spread- 
bur y's Head, the original Inventrefs of 
the true Oxford Saufage. But as no ftriking 
Likenefs of that celebrated Matron could 
be procured in Time, we are obliged to 
defer gratifying the Public in this Par- 
ticular, till the Appearance of our next 
Edition. 
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VERSES 

» 

OCCASIONED BY 

BEN TYRRELL'S MUTTON PIES. 

« • 

ADVERTiSEM.ENT. 

AL L ye that love what's nice and rarijhf 
At Oxford^ in St. Marfi Pariih, 
Ben TYRSisLty Cook of high Renown, 
To pleaie the Palates of the Gonvitf 
At Three-pence (each, makes.MuTTOK-PxBs^ 
Which thus he begs to advertiie: 
He welcomes all his Friends at Se^vertp 
Each Saturday and Wedt^fday Even*.' 

* Mr.TTXRiLL, C«dc, in the High-flreet, Oxford^tiiviag 
formed a laudable Defign of obliging the Univerfity with Mut^ 
ton Pies, twice a Week ; this Advertifement appeared, on that 
Ccea£oDy in the Oxfokd JcvaNAL, /W. 25tb, 1758. 

B No 
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N0 Relicks &ak^ with Art uD^ult, 
Lurk in Di%oiie beaeatb his Crtifl;^ 
His Pies, to give you all fair Play, 
Smoak only when 'tis Mariet-Dq^: 
And an moft own» how /rtjt his Meat^ 
While JoLLY*8 Porter crowns the Treat. 

If Rumps and Kidneys can allure yej, 
BSN takes upon hiia to z&at ye. 
No Cook (hall better hit the Tafie» 
In giving Life and Sool to Pafie. 
If cheap and good have Wdght with Men,. 
Come all ye Youths, and fup with Bin* 
If Liquor in a Mvtton-Px« 
Has-asy Charms, come tafteand try! 
O bear me Witneis, Jfi^ Sons! 
Pierce but the Craft*-. the Gra^ runs: 
The Taftcr Kcto hb L^s, and cries, 
« O ^aa BEit TintKB&i.'a Mutton Pias 1 ^ 

But hold — no more— l*ve (aid enough—* 
Or elie my Pias may prove— aPtiFF, 



BEN 
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RE N TYRRELL'*. JVednefdt^ Ni^t, 

December 6thj 1758, 

H;OW I congratukte &ir Ifis^ 
That fttch the T^c for MuttoftPies is I 
Hail gl<«ious Bek i wltidfe GeniiM higii 
Fijrft plann'd a genmoe Mutton PibI 
Born t9 -ootnbine wilh- aiatdilefi Tafte^ 
The ,Charip» of />^//*r and of Pafiei 
Was but the Mqtiofi of iliy Pea 
Quick as thy RolUng-Pin, O Bsn I 
O, coqjd my Thoughts thy Paftly ape. 
And iUde, like yieldiai^ Dough, toSbapos 
My Genius, likethy Oven ^09(r, 
My Numbers^ like thy Gra?y flow^s 
Or, in the TwiaUiBg of m Eye, 
I cook an OA— — as yott a PiV; 
O then <nor chink, to mock tky Tndt^ 
My Pronufes oiPie^Crufi made) ^— - 
I'd rufe thy culsnarjr Fame 
Above immoftal 6ffiadiufy*s Namet 
Though ffom all Cooks, a Matnm w'^ 
In Sau/ages flte bore the Prise: 
Her feafifdng Hand ihoutd yield to thine. 
Thy A&r/nrihoaUJbieri^ri (mtfliue. 

Bjt Nor 
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Nor (hall the Mufe efieem it Folly, 
To blend with thine the Praife of Jolly V 
Thy lov'd Compeer I cogenial Friend! 
Who ndld, when Evening Shades deTcend, 
Imparts the froth-crown*d Porter's Aid, 
To fmooth the ferious Brow of Trade : 
Bodi fhaill together moant the fides. 
The PoiLTBii his bat thine the Pies. 

Thine is the Houie, dear Bbn to call af. 
Or for the Pocket or the Palate. 



For thee, the Citizen and Cit 

Their cold boiPd Beef and Carrots qwtr 

Grave Aldermen, ambitious, Ihare 

In Ahna Mater's daffic Fare: 

The blooming Toafb of Oxford Town 

Catch the Contagion of the Gown, 

And wifh the wonted Evening nigh. 

To i^a'^s a Finger in the Pie, 

As fo fj?//Vffif Tyrrbll's Honfe is. 

Send not too late ye pregnant Spouies I 

Think of the Midwife's vaft Surprize, 

To fee ^oys marked with Mutton Pies I 

If this the uniyerial Tafte is 
What will become of FenYon Paries f 

* Captatk Jollt, who, froBimPMeo, firftrodwoi 
tkt Price of Porter la OtM, from 6^, to 4</« a Quart. 

What 
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What of the Catti, which many a Maiden, 
For the next Chrifimai Cheer has laid in ? 
Sore all with Ben will fup «nd dine. 
And leave their Chrijtmas Pies for Thiki. 



' I G R A M, BccBJiiincd by a fuppefci extraerdinarj 
Pbtnomcnim in Midwifery. 

"^ A G E Woods ! though many a Dark Affair 
' Be luown to thy dilcerntng Eyes ; 
'en Yoa, with all your Skill, muft fiare, 
*' To fee Boy» roark'd with Mutton Piesf* 

B 3 II. What 
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What if €mr JfjtuSf with equal Glee, 
In Thought a Saufage ihonld enjoy $ 

Say, would yon wonder much, to fee 
The MoTHB&'s Longings mark the Boy? 



^ B^N TyrrtellS Pits. 

« 

L% T tMftptmhoA her eofiomaiy Treat, 
' A MittoieftraM^, of Stwt> Cuflrant99 Meat, 

Whfre various T«ftt» combiiie» the greaiy, and the- 

fweet. 

Let gl»d;S^r»vf-7iErc^^ bring the Pancake tfain» 
Or FrHtn rich, with Apples ftor'd within : 
On $4^0r'Smday be the Pudding feen. 
To which the Tai^ej lends her fober Green : 
And when great imdon halls her annual Lord, 
Let <{uiv^ring CnflarJ cvown the Aldermannk Board« 

But Ben prepares a more delicious Mefs, 
Sttbftantial Fare, a Breaks for Queen Befs: 
What dainty Epicure, or greedy Glutton, 
Would not preler hii Pie, that's made ofMfttion? 

Each diiFVent Country boafts a difF'rcnt Tafte, 
And'owe's it's Fame to Pndding or to Pc^e: 
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SqtrAB Ptlt in Cornwall x^nly can they make^ 
In Norfolk DuMPLiRCy and in ^tiUp Cakb ; 
Bat Oxford now from all ihall bear the Prizes 
FamM, as for Saufagu^ for Mutton-Pies. 

MUTTON PIES/^/i&tf Assizes, 

March i, 1760. 

BEHOLD, once more, facedons Bbk^ 
Steps from his Pafte^ — to take the A»i 
And as the Trumpets^ ihrill and loud. 
Precede the Sheriff's JamUn^d Crowd, 
So Ben before-hand advertifes 
His fnug-laid Scheme for the Affixes. 
Each of the Evenings, Ben propofes 
With Pies fo nice to fmoak your Nofes x 
No Coft, as heretofore, he gmdges. 
Hell ftand the Teft of able Judges ; 
And think, that when the ^i?// is <r/. 
How cheap a Juryman may Sup! 
For Lawtsbs Clerks, in Wigs fi> finart, 
A dght warm Room is fet apart. -^ 
My Masters eke, (might Ben advife ye) 
Petain'd too long at Niicey PrtKey, 
Your College Commons loft at ^/x^,««— 
At Ben's the jovial Evening fie ; 

B 4 From 
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From • 7r/^^-Indentarc«, ftale, and dry,' 
Efcap'd to Porter and a Pie. 
Hitber, if ye have any Tafte, 
Ye booted Evidences liaftef 
Ye Lasses too» both tall and flim. 
In Riding Hahtts drefs'd fo triffl. 
Who, uflicPd by feme Toung Attorney^ 
Take, each Affize, an Oxford Journey : 
AlU who fuhpatntCd on th' Occaflon* 
Require genteel Accommodation, 
Oh hafle to Ben's zxA fa^e jour Fines 
You'd pay at Houfes deck'd with Signs! 
Lo I, a Cook of Tafle and Knowledge, 
And bred the Coquus of a College^ 
Having long known the Student's Boanty» 
Now dare to cater for the County, 

Come then, of Ben, O come, and buy All — 
As 'tis Jffize-Time, He'll ftand Trial; 
His Caufe Saceefs will furely crown, 
His WitneJ/is'^'-^sac all the Gown^ 

• I fuppofe Ben means tripartite, 

85» Thefe Jive Pieces are all that appeared dn 
this SubjeS. 

ODE 
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ODE ?o /J GRIZZLE WIG. 

Sy aGintkman luho had juft left off bis Bon, 

ALL hail ye Curls, that rang'd in reverend Row, 
With fnowy Pomp my confcioiis Shonlders hide ! 
That fall heneath in venerable Flo'w, 
And crown my Brows abB-ui with feathery Pride! 

High on yoar Summit, Wifden^i tnimick'd Air 
Sits thran'd, with Pedantry her folemn Sire, 
And in her Net of awe-diffuling Hair, 
Entangles Fools, and bids the Croud aditure. 

O'er 
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O'er every Leck» Oat floats InhUUffUy, 
Sage Iimrmme her Gloom rc]u>laftic throws; 
And ftantps*dVr all my Vifage» once fi> gay, 
Unmeaniftg Gravity s ferase Rcpofir* 

Can thus Ur^t Wigs cmr Reverence ei^ge? 
Have Binriers thus the Pow'r to Mind oar Eyes ? 
Is Scaeace thus ^conferr'd on every Sage» 
By ^ajli/s, SUHkings9p, and l^ty Wifor 

Bat tiioa faiewel], my Bob I wbde thin-wove Th^Ktcb 
Was ftor'd with %/>/, and Cragii, and nwmten WHa, 
That Zm^ to /rw within the one-corl'd Seratcb^ 
IVid) F»r, and «}1 the Family •( Smiles. 

Safe in thy Prrvilegef near ^/ Brook, 
Whole Afternoons at Walvereeu I qaaff'd; 
At Eve, my carelefs Ronnd in High-ftrttt took. 
And called at Jolly^s for the ra/iM/ Draught. 

1^0 more the Wherry feels my Stroke fo tme; 
At Skittles^ in a Grizzle^ can I play ? 
Wocdftock^ farewell, and Walling ford^ adieu ! 
Where many a Scheme relieved the lingering Day. 

Such were the Joys that once Hilario crown'd. 

E'er grave Preferment came my Peace tof rob : 

•Such are the lefs ambidou& Pleafures found 

.Beneath the Liceat of an humble Bob. 

EPISTLE 
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EPISTLE, 

/rW THOMAS HEARN, Jntijuaryt 

To the AUTHOR «f 

■^h* CoKTuvion u the Oxfobd GtriDt, ift. 

17RIEND of the mo&-grown Spire and cromb- 

■^ ling Arch, 

Who W(»]t'A at Eve to pace the long-loll Bounds 

Of loneTonie Oftnty! What malignant Fiend 

Thy clcnltcr-laving Miad, from antieiit txire. 

Hath bzfc Icdoc'd ? Urg'd thy apolbte Pen 

T« 
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To trench dejey^Woojids onAntiquariis iag^ 
And drag the venerable Fathers forth, 
Vi^ms to Laughter ! Croel as the Mandate 
Of mitred Priefts, who Bajkett late enjoined 
To dirow aiide the reverend Letters black. 
And print Faft-Prayers in modern Type ! — At this 
Leland^f and Willis, Dugdale, Taaner, Wood, 
lUuflrious Names ! with Camden, Aubrey, Lloyd, 
Scald their old Cheeks with Tears ! For once they hop'd 
To feal thee for their own ! And fondly deemed 
The Mufesy at thy Call, would crowding come 
To deck Antiquity with Flowrets gay. 

But now may Curfes every Search attend 
That fcems inviting ! May'ft thou pore in vain 
For dubious Door-ways f May revengeful Moths 
Thy Ledgers eat ! May chronologic SpoaU 
Retdn no Cypher legible! May Crypts 
Lurk Qndifcern'd ! Nor may'fl thon fpell the Namos 
Of Saints in ftoried Windows! Nor the Dates 
Of Bells difcover ! Nor the genuine Site 
Of Abbot's Pantries ! And may Godfionve veil. 
Deep from thy Eyes profane, her Gothic Charm^s f 

* Ka^MS of eminent Antiquaries. 

PROGRESS 
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THE 
PROGRESS fl/DISCONTENT. 

WRITTEN IN THE YEAR 1746. 

WHEN now, mature in claffic Knowledge, 
The joyful Youth !s fent to College, 
His Father comes, ■ Vicar plain, 
Ac Oxford bred — in Anna's Reign, 
And thus in Form of humble Suitor, 
Bowing, accolts « reverend Tutor. 

•' Sir, 



* > 
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" SiTt Vm a Glo'iiedhiffe Divine, 
** And this my ddeft^Son of nine ; 
'* My Wife's Ambitioii and my own 
<« Wat that Ms Child flKrald wear aGown : 
^' ril i^ttrint thnt his good B^anonr 
«* Will jnffify yom ftilore Favour ; 
<' And for his Pam» to uD the Trnth^ 
** My Son's a vtry fonwd Yonii ; 
** Has Horace all by heart *-«• you'd wonder «^ 
^ And mei^ one Homer's Greek like thiadcr. 
^* If yott'd exandne* — and adsdt haia^ 
•* A Scholarfiup wosld nicely fit him: 
^^' That he fncoeeds 'tis ten to coti 
<* Your Vote and Intcrcft, Sir!— 'Tis done,** 

Oar Pupil's Hopes, though twice defeated^ 
Are with a Scholarihip coffipleated: 
A Scholarihip but half maintains^ 
And College Rules are heavy Chains: 
In Garret dark he iittokes and puns, 
A Prey to DifcipHne and Duns ; 
And now intent on new Defigns, 
^ighs for a Fellon^ip — *— and Fines* 

When 



n 
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When nbe fall tedioos WInten paft^ 
That utmoft wiili is crowa'd at laft : 
But the rich Prize no fooner got. 
Again heqoaireh with hi? Lot: 
** I'hefe Fellowfiiips are pretty Things, 
** We live indeed like petty Kio|^ c 
*' But who can bear to wa^ his whok Age 
«« Amid the Dnllnefi of a College, 
** Debarr'd thecOounoa Jfoyi of Life, 
^< And that prime Blifs^^a loving Wife! 
** O ! Y^hai's a TaUe richly fpread 
<* Without a Woman at its Head ! 
^ Would feme fnug Benefice b«t fal^ 
^ Ye Feafts, ye Dinners! farewell all! 
'' To Offices rd bid adieu, 
« Of Dean, Vice-praes, — of Borfar too; 
" Come Joys, that rural quiet yields, 
^ ComeTythes, uidHoufe, and fmitful Fieldsl?^ 

Too fond of Liberty and Eafe 

A Patron's Vanity to- pleafe^ 

Long Time he watches, and by Stealth,. 

Each frail Incumbent's doubtful Health ;. 

At length— -<—- and in his fortieth Year, 

A Living drops— —two hundred clear I 

With 
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Whh Bxeaft elate beyond Expreffion^ 
He hurries down to take Pofleffion^ 
With Rapture views the fweet Retreat » 
** What a convenient Houfe ! how neat ! 
« For Fuel here's fuffidcnt Wood : 
" Pray God the Cellars may be good ! 
** The Garden — that muil be new plonn'd 
<' Shall thefe old-fa(hion'd Yew-treei (land ? 
«* 0*er yonder vacant Plot fcall rife • 
<* The fiow'ry Shrub of thoufand Dies: 
** Yon Wall, that feels the fouthern Ray, 
Shall blttfh with ruddy Fruitage gay : 
While thick beneath its Afped warm 
•* O'er well-rang'd Hives the Bees ihall fwarm* 
" From which, e'er long, of golden Gleam 
*' Metheglin's lufcious Juice ihall ftream : 
** This awkward Hutt, o'er-grown with Ivy, 
«* We'll alter to a modern Privy : 
** Up yon green flopc, of Hazels trim, 
** An Avenue fo cool and dim, 
" Shall to an Arbour at the End, 
'* In fpite of Gout, intice a Friend. 
" My PredecefTor lov'd Devotion — 
" But of a Garden had no Notion." 

Continuing 
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Continuing this fantaftic Farce on. 
He now commences country PaHbn. 
To make his Chara6ter entire. 
He weds ^- a Coufin of the 'Squire ; 
Not over weighty in the Purie, 
But many Dodors have done worfe : 
And though ihe boafts no Charms divine. 
Yet ihe cui carve, and make Birch Wine. 

Thus fixt, content he taps his Barrel, 
Exhorts his Neighbours not to quarrel ; 
Finds his Church-wardens have Difcerning 
Both in good Liquor and good Learning ; 
With Tythes his Bams replete he fees. 
And chuckles o'er his Surplice>fees ; 
Studies to find out latent Dues, 
And regulates the State of Pews ; 
Rides a fleek Mare with purple Houfing, 
To ihare the monthly Club's caroufing ; 
Of Oxford Pranks facetious tells. 
And — but on Sundays — hears no Bells: 
Sends Prefents of his choicefl Fruit, 
And prunes himfelf each faplefs Shoots 
Plants Colliilow'rs, and boafts to rear 
The e^lieft Melon of the Year; 

C Thinks 
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Thinks Alteration charming Work is. 
Keeps Bantam Cocks, and feeds his Torkies ^ 
Builds in his Copfe a faroorite Bench, 
And ftores the Fond with Carp and Tench. — • 

But ah! too.foon his thoaghtlefs Breail 
By Cares domeftic is opprefl ; 
And a third Batcher's Bill, and Brewing, 
Threaten inevitable Rain: 
For Children frefli Expences yet. 
And Dicky now for School is fit. 
" Why did I fell my College Life 
" (He cries) for Benefice and Wife } 
" Return, ye Days f when cndkis Pleafure 
*' I found in Reading, or in Leifure ! 
" When calm around the common Room 
" I puff M my daily Pipers Perfume ! 
" Rode for a Stomach, and infpeded, 
" At annual Bottlings, Corks fele£ted : 
** And din'd untax'd, untroubled, under 
** The Portrait oi* our pious Founder ! 
*• When Impofitiom were fupply'd 
" To light my Pipe — or (both my Pride! 
" No Cares were then for forward Peas 
" A yearlyrlonging Wife to pleafe j 



^*My 
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*■ My TboDgli'ts DO Clai&'mg S'mtmt crafl^ 
*' No CJiildicn cry'J for butter'd Toaft ; 
*' And ev'ry Night I went to Bed, 
'' ifritfioQt a MaJuj in my Head !** 

Oh r trifling Head, and fickfe UeazH 
Chagrin'd at whatfoe'er dioa art; 
A Dape to Follies yet notry'd. 
And ficic of Pleafureg fcarce enjoy*d I 
Eich Prize poflefs'd, thy Tranfport aaCch 
And in Purfuit alone it pleafes. 
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A N 

EVENING CONTEMPLATION 

In; a COLLEGE. 

Biing tf ^ARODY »n G R A y's ELEGY in » 
Country Church-Yard. 

THE Curfew tolb the Hour of clofing Gates, 
With jarring Sound the Porter turns the Key, 
Then in his dreary Manfion flumb'iing waits. 
And flowly, Aernly quits it ... . tho' for me. 

Now 
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Now fhiHC the Spires beneath the paly Moon, 
And through the Cloyfter Peace and Silence reign ; 
Save where fome Fiddler fcrapes a drowfy Tune, 
Or copious Bowls inipire- a jovial Strain : 

Save that in yonder cobweb-mantled Room, 
Where lies a Student in profound Repofe, 
Oppreis'd with Ale, wide-echoes thro' the Gloom 
The droning Mufic of his vocal Nofe. 

Within thofe Walls, where thro' the glimmVing fiiade 
Appear the Pamphlets in a mould'ring Heap, 
Each in his narrow Bed till Morning laid. 
The peaceful Pellows of the College fleep. 

The thikling Bell proclaiming early Pray'rs, 
The noify Servants rattling o'er their Head, 
The calls of Bufinefs, and domeftic Cares, 
Ne'er rouze thefe Sleepers from their downy Bed. 

No chatt'ring Females crowd their focial Fire, 
No Dread have they of Difcord and of Strife ; 
Unknown the Names of Huiband and of Sire, 
Unfelt the Plagues of matrimonial Life. 

Oft have they bafk'd along the funny Walls, 
Oft have the Benches bow'd beneath their Weight : 
How jocund are their Looks when Dinner calls ! 
How fmoke the Cutlets on their crowded Plate 1 

C 3 • O let 
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O let not Temperance too-difdainfnl heir 
How long our Feafls, how long our Dinners hSt ; 
Nor let the Fair with a contemptnous Sneer 
On theie onmarry'd Men Reflections cafi ! 

The fplendid Fortane and the beanteons Face 
(Themielves confefs it and their Sires bemoan ) 
Too ibon are canght by Scarlet and by Lace: 
Thefe Sons of Science fhine in Black alone. 

ForgivjB^ ye Fair^ th* involuntary Fault, 
If theie no Feats of Gayety diiplay. 
Where through proud Raaelagh's wide-«choxng Vaak 
Melodious Fra£ trills her quav'ring Lay. 

Say, is the Sword well fuited to the Band, 
Does brcider'd Co^t agree with iable Gdwn, 
Can Drefden^s Laces Shade a Churchman's Hand« 
Or Leatning^s Vot*ries ape the Beaux of Town ? 

Perhaps in the(e tinie-tott*ring WaUs refide 
Some who wereDnce the Darlings of the Fair; 
Some who pf old could TaHes and Falhions guide,. 
Controul the Manager and awe the Play'r. 

But Science now has fill'd their vacant Mind 
With Ronie's rich Spoils and Truth's exalted Views ^ 
Fir'd th^m with Tr^n^rts of a nobler Kind, 
And bade them flight all Females , . • . but the Mufe. 

FbH 
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Fall many a Lark, high-tow'ring to tl&e Skf, 
Uaheardy unheeded greets th* Approach of Light; 
Full many a Star» un(een by oiortal Eye, 
With twinkling Luftre glimmers thro' the Night. 

Some fuvare Herrings that with dauntlefs Breaft 
Rebellion's Torrent ihall like him oppofe; 
Some mute» ibme thoughtlefs Hanhvicke here may reft. 
Some PeUfam dreadful to his Country's Foei. 

From Prince and People to command Applaufe, 
'Midft ermin'd Peers to guide the high debate. 
To fhield Britannia's and Religion's Laws, 
And ileer with fteady Conrie the Helm of State, 

Fate yet forbids ; nor circnmfcribes alone 
Their growing Virtues, but their Crimes confines ; 
Forbids in Freedom's Veil f infolt the Throne, 
Beneath her Malk to hide the word Defigns, 

To fill the madding Crowd's perverted Mind 
With " Penfions, Tastes, Marriages, and Jews ;*• 
Or fhmt the Gates of Heav'n on loft Mankind, 
And wreft their darling Hopes, their future Views, 

Far from the giddy Town's tumultuous Strife, 
Their Wifhes yet have never learn'd to ftray j 
Content and happy in a fingle Life 
They keep the noifelefs Tenor of their Way. 

C 4 E'ea 
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E'en now thar Books fom Cobwebs to proteA^ 
IndosM by Doors of Glafs, in Doric Style, 
On fluted Pillars raisM, with Bronzes deck'd. 
They claim the paffing Tribute of a Smile. 

Oft are the Authors' Names, tho' richly botrnd, 
Mif-fpelt by blund'ring Binders' want of Cart ; 
And many a Catalogue is ftrow^d aronnd. 
To tell th' admiring Gneft what Books are there. 

For who, to thonghtleis Ignorance a Prey, 
Neglefb to hold ihort Dalliance with a Book ? 
Who there but wifhes to prolong his Stay, 
And on thoie Cafes cafts a lingering Look ? 

Reports attra6k the Lawyer's parting £yes» 
Novels Lord Fopling and Sir Plume require; 
For Songs and Plays the Voice of Beauty cries. 
And Senfe and Nature Grandifon defire. 

For thee, who mindful of thy lov'd Compeers 
Doil in their Lines their artlefs Tales relate. 
If chance, with prying Search, in future Years, 
Some Antiquarian (hall enquire thy Fate, 

Haply fome Friend may ihake his hoary Head, 
And fay, • Each mom, unchiird by Fro&s, he ran 
« With Hofe ungarter'd, o'er yon turfy Bed,^ 
« To reach the Chapel ere the Pfalms began. 



There 
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« There in the Arms of that lethargic Chair, 

* Which rears it's moth-devoured Back fo high, 

* At Nobn he quaff M three GldTes to the Fair, 
' And por'd upon the News with curious Eye. 

* Now by the Fire, engaged in ferious Talk 

* Or mirthful Converfe, would he loit'ring ftand; 

* Then in the Garden chofe a funny Walk, 

* Or launch'd the poliih'd Bowl with fteady Hand ; 

* One Mom we mifs'd him at the Hour of Pray 'r, 
^ Befide the Fire, and on his fav'rite Green ; 

' Another came, nor yet within the Chair, 

* Nor yet at Bowls, nor Chapel was he feen. 

* The next we heard that in a neighb'ring Shire 

* That Day to Church he lead a blufhing Bride ; 

* A Nymph whofe fnowy Veft and maiden Fear 

* Improv'd her Beauty while the Knot was ty'd. 

* Now by his Patron's bounteous Care removed, 

* He roves enraptur'd through the Fidds of Kent ; 

* Yet ever mindful of. the Place he lov'd, 

* Read here the Letter which he lately fent.' 

The LETTER. 

" In rural Innocence fecure I dwell* 

** Alike to Fortune and to Fame unknown ; 

** Approving Confcience chears my humble Cell, 

" And fecial CJuiet marks me for her own. 

** Nen 
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<< Next to the Bleffing* of religious Truth 

< Two Gifts my endlefi Gratitade engage ; 

' A Wife, tbe Joy and Tranlport of my Yoadi. 

< Now, with a Sot!) the Comfort oF ray Age. 

" Seek not to draw ma from this kind Retreat, 
'' In loftier Spheres unUt, ontanght to move; 
'' Content with calm, domeAic Life, where meet 
'< The Smiles of Friendfhip, and the Sweets of Love. 
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The PHAETON, 

AND THE 

ONE HORSE CHAIR. 

AT Blagrave'a " ortcc npon a Time, 
There flood a Phaeton fublime : 
Unfallied by the dully Road 
It's Wheelj with recent Crimfon glow'd; 
* W<ll knowa ttOxftrd for lettiiiE out Cutiisei, 176}. 
It's 
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lp*s Sides diiplay*d a dazzling Hae, 

It's Harnefs tight, it's Lining new : 

No fcheme-enamour'd Yonth, I ween, 

Sorvey'd the gaily deck'd Machine, 

But fondly long'd to ieize the reins. 

And whirl o'er CampsfieU*s f tempting Plains. 

Meantinae it chanc'd, that hard at hand 

A One Horse Chair had took it's Stand; 

When thus oar Vehicle begnn 

To fneer the lucklefs Chaife and One. 

" How could my Mailer place me here 
Within thy vulgar Atmofphere? 
From daffic Ground pray fhift thy Station, 
Thou Scorn of Oxford Education \ 
Your homely Make, believe me, Man, 
Is quite upon the Gothic Plan ; 
And you, and all your clumfy Kind, 
For loweA Purpofes defign'd: 
Fit only, with a one-cy'd Mare, 
To drag, for Benefit of Air, 
The country Parfon's pregnant Wife, 
Thou Friend of dull domefiic Life ! 
Or, with his Maid and Aunt, to School 
To carry Dicky on a Stool : 

t In the Road to Bletihdm, 

Or, 
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Or, haply to fame Chriftening gay, 
A brace of Godmothers convey. — 



Or, when bleft Saturday prepares 
For London Tradefmen Reft from Cares, 
*Tis thine to make them happy one Day, 
Companion oi their genial Sunday / 
'Tis thine, o'er Turnpikes newly made. 
When timely Show'rs the Daft have laid, 
To bear fbme Alderman ferene 
To fragrant Hampftead's fyl'van fcene. 
Nor higher fcarce tliy Merit rifcs 
Among the poli(h'd Sons of Ifis. 
Hir'd for a folitary Crown, 
Canft thou to Schemes invite the GoivnP . 
Go, tempt fome Prig, pretending Tafte, 
With -Hat new cock'd, and newly lac'd. 
O'er Mutton-chops, and fcanty Wine, 
At humble Dorchefter to dine \ 
Meantime, remember, lifelefs Drone ! 
I CRTTy^uch and Bloods alone. . 
And oh I whene'er the Weather's friendly. 
What Ion at Ahingdon or Henly^ 
But flill my vaft Importance feels. 
And gladly greets my entering Wheels. 
And think, obedient to the Thong, 
How yon gay Street we fmoak ^long : 

While 
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While All mtk enTioiif Wond& view^ 
The Coiner tani'd (6 qmck and tmJ* 

To check an Upftart*f empty Pride, 
Thus iage the One Horse Chair repIyM. 

** Pray, when the Conieqoence is weigh'd» 

What's all your Spirit and Parade? 

From Mirth to Grief what iad Tranfitions, 

To broken Bones and Impofiticus I 

Or if no Bones are broke, what's worfe. 

Your Schemes make work for Glmfs * and Nomrji.' 

On Us pray (pare your keen Reproaches, 

From One Hor/e Chairs Men rife to C9acba s 

If calm Difcretion's iioihA Hand, 

With cautious Skill the Reins command. 

From me fair HtuhVi freih Fountain fpiingt^ 

O'er me foft Snugne/s fpreads her Wings : 

And Innocence refleds her Ray 
To gild my calm iequefter'd Way: 
E'en Kings might quit their State to ihaie 
Contentment and a One Hwfe Chear**^ 
What though, o'er yonder echoing Street 
Your rapid Wheels reibund fo iweet; 
Shall Ifis^ Sons thus vainly prize 
A Rattle of a larger Sixef 

• Bminait Surgeons ia Oxftrii 

Blagravk 
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'-Bx.AGKAriy wl^o dnfffig the Di^te, 
Stood in a Corner, ihug and mute, 
Surpriz'dy no Doubt, in lofty Vcric, 
To kcar his Carriages convcrfe. 
With folcmn Face, o'er Oxford Ale, 
To me difclof*d this wondcrous Tafe : 
I ftrsdt difpatch'd it to the Mjifc, 
Who brafliM it up for Jack/ofi^s ♦ News, 
And, what has oft' been penned in profe. 
Added this Moral at the Clofe, 

** Things may be ufeful if obfcurc; 
*« The Pace that's flow is often fure : 
«« When empty Pageantries we prize, 
^ We raife but Duft to blind our Eye»w 
*« The GOLDEN Mean can beft bellow 
•* Safety for unfubftaatiaJ Show. 



• Jael^<m9 Oxford Jovkhax.; where this- Fabl^ 
firft appeared. 






THE 



(48 ; 



THE 

SPLENDID SHILLING. 

......... Sing, Heavenly Mufc, 

Things unattempted yet, in Profe or Rhime, 
A Shilling, Brkeches, and Chiuekas dire.' 

HAPPY the Man, who vad of Cares ud Strife, 
Id Silken or in Leathern Porie, retuna 
A Splendio Shilling: He nor hears with Pain 
New Oyllerg cry'd, nor iighi fi>r chearful Ale ; 
Bat with his friends, when nightly MiAs arife. 
To Jun'per's Magpye, or Town-hall 'repurs: 

* Two jNttd'Alehonru ia'Oxford, 1700. 

Where, 
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Wfa^v muidfnl of the Nymph, whofe wanton Eye 
Transfix'd his Soal^ and kindled amonrQus Flames^ 
Clo£ or Phillis ; he each circling Glafs 
Wiiheth her Health, and Joy, and equal Love. 
Meian while, he fmokes, and laughs at merry Tale» 
Or Pun unbiguons, or Ctmunirum quaint. 
But I, whom griping Penury furrotmds, 
And H'dngcr, fure Attendant upon Want^ 
With fcanty Offals, and fmall acid Tiff, 
(Wretched Repa((!) my meagre Corps fuilain : 
Then ibJitary walk, or doise at home 
In Garret vile, and with a warming Puff 
Regale chilPd Fingers ; or from Tube as black 
As Winter^Chimney, <»* well«^poli(hed Jet> 
Exhale Mundangust ill<^perfaming Scent: 
Not blacker Tube, nor of a ihorter Size^ 
Smokes Camhro^Briton (versM in Pedigree^ 
Sprung from Cad'wtdadur and Arthur^ Kings 
Full famous in romantick Tale) when he 
O'er many a craggy Hill and barren CHfi; 
Upon a Cargo of fam'd Ctftrian Cheefe, 
High over-ihadowing, rides, with a Defiga 
To vend his Wares, or at th6 Ar^onian Martj 
Or MaridunuMf or the antient Town 
Yclep'd Brechinia^ or where Faga^s Stream 
Encircles jiricenium, fruitfni Soil! 

D Whence 
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Whence flow neOimoxss Wines, that wdl maf ne 
With JII4^f» ^^08, or jreaown'd FaUnt. 

Thus, i^ile my joylefs Ki**^^^' tedipjis flow. 
With Looks xiejoQute, and illent Pace, a D^, 
Horrible Monfter ! hated by Gods and Men, 
To my aerial .Citadel aiceods ; 
With vocal Hed ;thjice thand'iiBg at x^y G^^ 
With hideous Accent ijirice he calls ; I .know 
The Vpii;e iltbodj^, axd die AUcvw Smni* 
What fhou'd I do? or ^i^er ior^? Awaz'i, 
Confounded, to the 4«rk l^cefi I &y 
Of Wogidfegle i fejf ©y .bijftlv^ Hws ^rcflt 
Thro' fuddei) Fear; ^ clj^y Sweat iiedewsi 
My fhud'ring U^b^ and (yurndficfql to teU !) 
My Tongue ^gpte fc«r f tCjdty rf jSpcech.; 
So horrible he ^i^$^! khi laded Brow 
Entrench'd wuh m^xxy a Fspwn* JUid QOJik fieaj-d. 
And fpreading ^and, ^i^if^d by Modi^ni Smtfi* 
Difaftroas Ads ^^o^e.; m ki$ Ri^t Hand 
Long Scrolls ofP^pgr {jgleamlj he waves. 
With ChafaSkei^ and Fig^iuies dire ififoil^'^. 
Grievous to fiort^ ^l^sj (ye Gp^s avert 
Such Plagues from nghtfoos Wl^n;) behiad hm iblks 
Another ^foni^r not ai}lil^^ liunfelf. 
Sullen of Alpcft, by tj^^ Vufgv cj^U'd 

/ A CmtchpoU 
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A Catchfolif whofe poUottd Hvidfl the Qq3» 
With Force incredihley and BUigkk Charms 
£rfl have enda'd ; if he his lunple Palm 
Should haply on ill-fated Shodder lay 
Of Debtor, ftrait his Body, to the Touch 
ObfequiottS, (as whilom Knights were wont) 
To fome inchanted Caftle is 'convey'd. 
Where Gates impregnable, and coercive <^auia 
In Durance firi£l detain him, till in Form 
Of Money, Pallas iett the Captive £-ee. 

Beware, ye Debtors, when ye walk, beware. 

Be drcumiped^ ; oft widi infidious Ken 

This Caitiff eyes your St^ aloof, and oft 

Lies perdue in a Nook or gloomy Cave, 

Prompt to iachant fiime inadvertent Wretch 

With his unhallowed Touch. So (Poets fing) 

GrimaWn to domeftick Vennin fworn 

An everlafting Foe, with watchful Eye 

Lies nightly brooding o'er a chinky Gap, 

Protending her fell Claws, to thouj^tleis Mice 

Sure Ruin. So her diiembowell'd Webb 

Aracbne in a Hall, or Kitchen ipreads. 

Obvious to vagrant Flies : She fecret flands 

Within her woven Cell; the humming Prey, 

RegardlcTs pf thdr Fate, rulh on the Toil< 

D 2 Inextricable 
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Inextricablcy nor will aught avail 

Their Arts, or Armsy w Shapes of lovely Hue ; 
The Wafp infidioos, and the buzzing Drone, 
And Butterfly proud of expanded Wings 
Di^nd with Gold, entangled in her Snares, 
Ufelefs Refinance make: With eager Strides, 
She tow'ring flies to her expeded Spoils ; 
Then, with envenomed Jaws the vital Blood 
Drinks of relndant Foes, and to her Cave 
Their bulky Carcafles triumphant drags. 

So pais my Days. Bot when No£lumaI Shades 
This World invelop* and th' inclement Air 
Perfuades Men to repel bennmming Frofts 
With plea&nt Wines, and crackling Blaze of Wood; 
Me, lonely fitting, nor the glimmering Light 
Of make-weight Candle, nor the joyous Talk 
Of loving Friend delights; diftrefsM, forlorn,. 
Amidft the Horrors of the tedious Night, 
Darkling I figh, and feed with difmal Thoughts 
My anxious Mind ; or fomelimes mournful Verfe 
Indite, and £ng of Groves and Myrtle Shades, 
Or defperate Lady near a purling Stream, 
Or Lover ' pendent on a Willow Tree. 
Mean while I labour with eternal Drought, I 

And reftlefs wifh, and rave; my parched Throat 

Finds 
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Finds no Relief, nor heavy Eyes Repofe : 

Bat if a flumber haply does invade 

My weary Limbs, my Fancy *8 ftill awake. 

Thoughtful of Drink, and eager, in a Dream, 

Tipples imaginary Pots* of Ale, 

In vain ; awake I find the fettled Thirf): 

Still gnawing, and the pleafing Fantom curie. 

Thus do I live, from Pleafure quite debarred. 
Nor tafte the Fruits'that the Sun's genial Rays 
Mature, John-Apple^ nor the downy Peach ; 
Nor Walnut in rough-furrow*d Coat fecure. 
Nor Medlar-YxyxWf delicious in Decay: 
Afiidions great! yet greater ftill remain: 
My Gallfgajkins that have long withflood 
The Winter's Fury, and incroaching Frofls, 
By Time fubdu'd, (what will not Time fnbdue!) 
An horrid Chafin difclofe, with Orifice 
Wide, difcontinuous ; at which the Winds 
Euros and Aufter^ and the dreadful Force 
Of Boreasy that congeals .the Cronian Waves» 
Tumultuous enter with dire chilling Blafts, 
Portending Agues. Thus a well-fraught Ship 
Long fail'd fecure, or thro' th' jEgean Deep, 
Or the Ionian, 'till cruiiing near 
The Liljbcan Shore^ with hideous Crnlh 

D 3 On 
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On Seylla, or Cbatji£i (dang'rtmj Rocks!) 
She ftrikn rebonniding, whence the Ihatter'd Oah^ 
So fierce a Shock unable to widifiaiK^ 
Adnuu the Sea; in at the gaping Side 
^ The crowding Warts galh with impetnoiu Rage* 
Refiftleli, orenvheltning ; Hbrron ftize 
The Maiinen, Death ia their Eyn appears. 
They flare, thoy lave, theypanp, they /wear, tbcj^pni]': 
(VainEiKuts!} fUll the battering Waves ruQi in. 
Implacable, till delug'd by the Foam, 
The Ship finkj fbimd'ring in the vail Abyfi, 



A Panegyric 
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A Panegyric on OXFORD ALE. 

BT A CEHTLEI^ATr OF OXFOKD. 



Teiiiperant \iixs, neque Fonniani 

Pocuh Colles. HoRAT. 

BALM of my Gares, fweet Solace of my Toili, 
Hail Juice benignant! O'er the collly Cupi 
Of Riot-ftirring Wine, unwholfome Draught, 
Let Pride's loole Sons prolong the waUcful Nig&t t 

D 4 My 
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My fobcr Evening let the Tankard blefs. 

With Toaft embrownM, and fragrant Nutmeg fraught^ 

While the rich Draught with oft-repcated WhiflFs 

Tobacco mild improves. Divine repaft! 

Where no crude Surfeit, or intemperate Joys 

Of lawlefs Bacchus reign; but o*er my Soul 

A Calm Lethean creeps; in drowfy Trance 

Each Thought fubfides, and fweet Oblivion wraps 

My peaceful Brain, as if the leaden Rod 

Of magic Morpheus o'er mine Eyes had (bed 

Its opiate Influence. What tho* fore Els 

Opprefs, dire Want of chill-difpelling Coals 

Or chearful Candle, (fave the Make- Weight's Gleam 

Haply remaining) heart-rejoicing Ale 

Cheatrs the fad Scene, and every Want fupplici. 

Meantime, not mindleis of the daily Talk 
Of Tutor fage, upon the learned Leaves 
Of deep SMiGLBcitrs much I meditate; 
While Ale infpires, and lends its kindred Aid, 
The thought-perplexing Labour to purine^ 
Sweet Helicon of Logic! But if Friends 
Cogenial call me from the toilfome Page, 
To Pot-houfe I repair, the facred Haunt, 
Where, Ale, thy Votaries in full refort. 
Hold Rites Nodtumal. Iii capacious Chair * 

Of monumental Oak and antique Mould, 

That 
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That long has ftood the Rage of conqaering Years 

InTiolatCy (nor in more ample Chair 

Smoaks rofjr Juftice, when th' important cauie. 

Whether of Hen^rooft, or of mirthful Rape, 

Jn all the Majefly of Paunch he tries) 

Studious of Eafe, and provident, I place 

My gladfome Limbs; while in repeated Round 

Returns repleniih'd, the fucceffive Cup, 

And the brifk Fire confpires to genial Joy : 

While haply, to relieve the ling'ring Hours 

In innocent. Delight, amufive Putt 

On fmooth joint-ftool in emblematic Play 

The vain viciflitudes of Fortune ihews. 

Nor Reckoning, Name tremendous, me difturbs. 

Nor, call'd for, chills my Breaft with fudden Fear i 

While on the wonted Door, expreifive Mark, 

The frequent Penny Hands defcribM tia View, 

In fnowy Charaders and graceful Row.— 

Hail, Ticking ! fureft Guardian of Diftrefs ! 
Beneath thy Shelter, pennylefs I quaff 
The chearful Cup, nor hear with hopelefi heart 
New Oyfters cry'd : — Tho* much the Poct*s Friend, 
Ne'er yet attempted in poetic Strain, . . - 

Accept this Tribute of poetic Praife I 
Nor Proftor thrice with vocal Heel alarms 

X)!!!* Joys fecure, nor deigns the lowly Roof 

Of 
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Of Bot-boufe fang to «ifit : vintetbe 
The fplendid Tavern haunts^ or Cofte-honfe 
Of Jambs or Juggins> were the gratefol Ereadi 
Of loath'4 Tobacco ne'er dilFbs'd ks Baloi ; 
Bat the lewd Spendthrift, kl§y deem'd (dlite; 
While fteams arooad the fragrame Indian Bowl^y 
Oft damns the vulgar Sons of humbler Alb : 
In vain — the Prodor*s Voice arreib their Joys j 
Juft Fate of wanton Pnde and lode Etcc& I 

Nor le& by. Day delightful is thy Draught, 
All-powerful Alb! whoie fbrrow-fbothing Sweets 
Oft I repeat in vacant Afternoon, 
When tatter'd Stockings a& my mending Hand 
Not onexperlenc'df while the tedious Toil 
Slides onregarded. Let the tender Swain 
Each Mom regale on nerve-relaxing Tea, 
Companion meet of languor-loving Nymph : 
Be mine each Mom with eager Appetite 
And Hanger undi£embled> to repair 
To friendly Bottery; Acre on finoaking Crufl 
And foaming Als to banquet unreftrained> 
Material BreakM ! Thus in ancient Days 
Our Anceftors robuft with liberal Cups 
Uiher'd the Mora, unlike the fqueamiih Sons 
Of modern Times : Nor ever had the Might 
Of Britom brave decay 'd, had thus they fed. 

With 
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^S^ith Britidi Alb improving Bridih ^ortlk 
With Ale irriguoas, undifma/d I hear 
Tke frequent Dun* afcend my lofty Dome 
Importunate: Whether the plaintive Voice 
Of Laundrefs fhrHI awake my fhutled Ear; 
Or Barber fpruce vnth fupple Look intrude; 
Or Taylor with obfeqtiious Bdw advance; 
Or Groom invade me with defying^ Front 
And Aem Demeanour, whofe emadace Steeds 
{Whene'er or Phoebus fhone with kindlier Beams, 
Or luckier Chance the borrow'd Boots fupply'd) 
Had panted oft beneath my goiing^ Steel. 
In vain diey plead or tfhi^at: All-powerfbl Alb 
Excufes new iupplies, and each defcends 
With joy]d& Pace, and debtvdef|>airing Looks : 
E'en Space Y with indignant Brow retires, 
Fierdeft of Buub I and^ conquered quits the Field. 
Why did the God^ fuch various Blei&ngs pour 
On haplefs-Mbrtals, from* their grateful Hands 
So foon the ihort-Hv'd Bounty to recalU— — • 
Thus/ whiife improvident of ftiture HI, 
I qualF the lufcious Tankard uncontroll'd. 
And thoughtlefs riot in unlicenc'd Blift ; 
Sudden (diie Fate of all Things excellent ! ) 
Th' unpitying Burfar's crois-afHxing Hand 
£laib all my Joys, and flops my glad Career. 



Nor 



( 6o ) 

Nor now the friej&dly Pot-hotife longer pelds 
A fare Retreat, when Night o'erfhades the Skies ; . 
Nor SHEFFARDy barbarous Matron, longer gives 
The wonted Traft, and Winter ticks no more. 
Thus Adam, exiled from the beauteous Scenes 
Of Eden grieved, no more in fragrant Bow'r 
On Fruits divine to feaft, frefh Shade and Vale 
No more to vifit, or vine-mantled Grot ; 
But, all forlorn, the dreary Wildemeis, 
And unrejoicing Solitudes to trace: 
Thus too the matchlefs bard, whoie Lay refbunds- 
The Splendid Shilling's Pralfe, in nightly Gloom 
Of lonefome Garret, pin'd for cheaiful Ale ; 
Whofe Steps in Verfe Miltcmic I purfue. 
Mean Follower : like him with honeft Love 
Of Alb divine infpir^d, and Love of Song. 
But long may bounteous Heav'n with watchful Care 
Avert his haplefs Lot ! Enough for me 
That burning with cogenial Flame I daPd 
His guiding Steps at Diilance to purfue. 
And iing his favorite Theme in kindred Strains. 
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ODE to HORROR. 

In the JUtgorU, Defcriptive, AlUterati've, Epilheticai^ 
Fantafiic, HyperBoIUal, and DiahaU<al Stitlk of our ' 
modern Ode-wrichti, and Monody-uongers. 

Ferrtus ingruit Horror. VillG. 

/^ Godde& of the gloomy Scene, 

^^ Of fliadowy Shapes thou black-brow'd Qaeenj 

Thy Trefles dark with Ivy crown'd, 

On yonder mould'ring Abby found; 

Ofc wont from Charnels damp and dim. 

To call Ae Jhceted Spearc grim, 

■While 
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Thon iidd'ft a Length eo every link : 
O di<», diat lov'A at Eve to feek 
Tiie penfive-padag Pilg^ meek, 
And iaf ft before bis flmddering Eyes 
9^mgt Forms, and Fluids of Giant-fize, 
A« wil^y works iliy wizseard ^Hh 
TM Ibar-ftmck Fancy has lier FiB. : 
Park Pow'ry wboft jeb^c Mig^t pxevadls 
CXer HemtttHTCxdcs, and Fairy-vales ; 
O Goddefs, erft by * Spenser view'd» 
Wbat Time di'£nchaiUier vale embra'd^ 
ilis Hands in FtoaiMEL's pure Heait^ 
Tin loosed by fteel-dad Britomart : 
O thoa that eril on Fancy's Wing 
Didft terroi^trembling f Tasso bring. 
To Groves where kept damn'd Paries dire 
Their blue-tipt Battlements of Fire : 
Thoa that thro' many a darkibm Pine, 
O'er the ragged Rock recline, 
Did'ft wake the hollpw-whifp'ring Breesse 
With care-conihmed Eloise : 
O thoa, with whom in chearlefs Cell, 
The midnight Clock pale Prisoners tell; 

* 8»sKSUi*8 Fairy Qaeeo^ b. 3, canto ia» 
-f Gieruil Libeat. b. 24* 
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O hafte thee, mild MiUxfmc Mdd, 
From yonder Yew's fequefter'd ifaade j 
More hrjight thMi .2JI the/f^blisliNiiiey 
Teach me to breathe tlip ibkaui J,«iRe ! 
O bid my velL-rang'd NvM?ajbers jifc 
Pervious tp none but jiftic E^cs ; 
O give the Strain that Madpei& ai.cwes. 
Till every ftar^iog Scnifi Jipprove? ! 

What felt the Gallic * Traveller, 
When far in v/r^-defert dre^r. 
He found within the Catacomb, 
Alive, the Terrors of a Tox|ib? 
While man^y a Mummy thfou^ the Shade, 
In hieroglyphic $tol!B array'd, 
Seem'd to uprcar the myftic Hea4« 
And trace the Gloom with j^hofily Tread ; 
Thou heardfi; him pour the ftifled Groan> 
Horror ! his Soul was ^.thy own I 

O Mother of the fire^dad Thought, 
O hafte thee from thy grave-like Grot ! 
(What Time the Wi(;ch perfor|n*d her Rite,) 
Sprung from th* Embrace of Taste and Night t 
O Queen ! that erft did'H thinly fpread 
The willowy Leaves o'er f Isis* Head, 

* I do not reincmber that any poetical ITfe has b9«n |&ade 
•f this Story. f See Is is, anEUgj. 

And 
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And to her mefek Mien did'ft difpenfe ' 

Woe*t moft awfbl 'Negligence; 

M^liat Time, in Cave, with Viiage paile^ 

She told her elegiac Tale : 

O thon ! whom wandering Warton faw» 

Amaz'd with more than yonthfbl Awe, 

As by the pale Moon^s glimm^iing Gleam 

He mns'd his melancholy Theme * : 

O curfeu'loving Goddefs hafte ! 

O waft me to fomfc Scythian Wafte, 

Where, in Gothic Solitude, 

Mid Profpeds mofl fiiblimely tnies 

Beneath a rough Rock's gloomy Chaim» 

Thy Sifter fits, Eiythusiasm : 

Let me with her, in magic Trance, 

Hold moft delirious Dalliance; 

Till I, thy penfive Votary, 

Horror, look madly wild like thee ; 

Until I gain true Transport's Shore, 

And Life's retiring Scene is o'er ; 

Afpire to fome more assure Sky, 

liemote from dim Mortality; ' 

At Length, recline the fainting Head, 

In i)r«xV-dreams diflbWd and dead. 

* See TU PLXASirxis tf Milavchoit, a Ptm* 
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A PIPE of TOBACCO. 

In Imitation of 

Six Several AUTHORS. 
By Hawkins Browne, Efq; 

I. A N E W Y E A R's O D E, 
In Imitation orCoLLEr Cibser, Efq; 

RECITATIVO. 

OL D Battle-array, hig with Horror i) fled. 
And olive-rob'd Peace agun lifts np her Head. 
Sing, yeMulei, Tobacco, the BleSng of Peace ; 
Wai ever a Nation lb bleJied as thii i 

£ AIR 
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AIR. 

When Sammer Suns grow red with Heat, . 

Tobacco tempers Phcebus* Ire, 
When wintry Stonns around as beat. 
Tobacco chears with gentle Fire. 
Yellow Autumn, youthful fpring. 
In thy Pndfes j<nntly fing, 

RECITATIVO. 
likeNiPTVNB, C«sAa guards ViaciNi AN Fleets, 

Fraught with Tobacco's balmy Sweets; 
Old Ocean trembles at Britannia's PoVr, 

And Boreas is a&sud to roar. 

AIR. 

Happy Mortal ! he who knows 
Fleafure which a Pipe beftows ; 
Curling Eddies dimb the Room, 
Wafting round a mild perfume. 

RECITATIVO. 
Let fofdgn Climes the Vine and Orange boafi. 
While Waftes of War deform the teeming coaft; 
Britannia, difiant from each hoftile found. 
Enjoys a Pipb, with Eafe and Freedom crown'd ; 
E'en reftle6 Fafiion finds itfelf mod free. 
Or if a Slave^ a Slave to Liberty. 

AIR. 



AIR. 

Smiling Years that gayly run. 
Round the Zodiack with the Sun, 
Tell, if ever you have feen 
Realms (b quiet and ferene. 
British Sons no longer now 
Hurl the Bar, or twang the Bpw» 
Nor of crimibn Combat thinly 
Bat fecurely fmoke and drink* 

CHORUS- 

Smiling Years, that gayly ri^n 
Round the Zodiac with &e SttO* 
Telly if ever you have &ea 
Realms fi> quiet and ferene. 

IL Imitatton of Mr. A. Piui.LiP^ 

LITTLE Tube of inighty powVt 
Charmer' of an idle Hoar, 
Objefk of my wmrm Defire, 
Lip of Wax, and Eye of Fire : 
And thy fiiowy Taper Waiftt 
With my Finger gendf braced; 
And thy pretty fWdling Creft, 
With ny littlo Stopper piti^ 

Ez And 
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And the (Weeteft Blifs of BUfles, 
Breathing from thy balmy Kiiles. 
Happy thrice, and thrice agen, 
Happieft he of happy Men; 
Who when agen the Night returns^ 
When agen the Taper bums; 
When agen the Cricket's gay, 
(Little Cricket, full of Play) 
Can afford his Tube to feed 
With the fragrant Indian Weed : 
Pleafure for a Nofe divine, 
Incenie of the God of Wine. 
Happy thrice, and thrice agen, 

Happieft he of happy Men. 

in. Imitation of Mr. Thompson. 

OThon, mator'd by glad Heiperian Suns, 
Tobacco, Fountain pnre of limpid Truth, 
That looks the very Sonl; whence pouring Thought 
Swarms all the Mind ; abfbrpt is yellow Care, 
And at each Puff Imagination burns. 
Flafh on thy Bard, and with exalting Fires 
Touch the myfterious Lip that chaunts thy Praiie, 
In Strains to mortal Sons of Earth unknown. 
Behdd an Engine, wrought from tawny Mines 

Of 
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Of dudUlc Clay, with plaftick Virtue fonnM, 

And glaz'd magnifick o'er, I graip^ I fill. 

From P-ffiTOTHEKE with pungent Pow'rs perfum'd, • 

Itfelf one Tortoife all, where fhines imbib'd 

Each parent Ray ; then rudely ram'd illume 

With the red Touch of zeal-enkindling Sheet, 

Mark'd with Gibfonian Lore; forth iffue Clouds, 

Thought-thrilling, thirft-inciting Clouds around. 

And many-mining Fires : I all the while. 

Lolling at Eafe, inhale the breezy Balm. 

But chief, when Bacchus wont with thee to jun. 

In genial Strife and orthodoxal Ale, 

Stream Life and Joy into the Mufes' Bowl. 

Oh be thou flill my great Inipirer, thou 

My Mufe ; oh fan me with thy Zephjrrs Boon, 

While I, in clouded Tabernacle ihrin'd, 

Burft forth all Oracle and myftick Song. 

IV. Imitation of Dr. Youkg. 

CRITICKS avaunt; Tobacco is my theme; 
Tremble like Hornets at the blafUng Steam. 
And you, Cpurt-infefls, flutter not too near 
Its Light, nor buzz within the fcorching iphere. 
Poll 10, with Flame like thine, my Verfe inipire. 

So iball the Mufe from Smoke elicit Fire. 

Coxcombs 
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Coxcombs preftr die tickling St&ij^ of Smff$ 

Yet all their Ctatm to Wifdmn is— a Psff: 

Lord FopLiN finokes not — for his Teeth afraid : 

Sir TAwmtY finokes oot— for he wears Brocade. 

Ladies, when Pipes are brought, afeA to fwoon ; 

They love no Smoke, except the Smoke of Town ; 

Bat Courtiers hate the puffing Tribe, — no Matter, 

Strange if they love the Breath that cannot flatter! 

Its foes but fhew their Ignorance ; can he 

Who (corns the Leaf of Knowledge, love the Tree ? 

The tainted Templar (more prodigious yet) 

Rails at Tobacco, diough it makes him^— >Qnt. 

Citron I A vows it has an odious Stink; 

She will not fhioke (ye Gods!) but (he will drink: 

And chafte Pftxn>BLLA (bkme her if you can) 

Says, Pipes are us'd by that vile Cteature Man : 

Yet Crouds tetnain, ivho ftill its Wordi fnodasDy 

While fome-lbr Pleefure (xnoke, and fiime for^ame : 

Fame, of our Adions nniverfal Spring, 

For which we dlifik, eat, deep, finoke, — tv^ry Thing. 

V. Iniitation of Mr. Pope. 

BLEST -Leaf! whole aromatick Gakis dHpco^s 
To Templars Modefty, to Paribus Seaie : 
SoiraptorM Pricfts, at fam'd Dodona's Shrine 

Drank Inspiration fnom the Steam divine. 

Poifon 
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Poiibn that cares» a Vapour that affords 
Content, more folid than the Smile of Lords ; 
ReH: to the Weary, to the Hungry Food, 
The laft kind Refuge of the Wife and Good. 
Inipir'd by thee, dull Cits adjuH the Scale 
Of Europe's Peace, when other Statefinen fail. 
By thee prote£ied, and thy Sifter, Beer, 
Poets rejoice, nor think the Baili£near. 
Nor lefs the Critick owns thy genial Aid, 
While fupperlefs he plies the piddling Trade. 
What though to Love and foft Delights a Foe, 
By Ladies hated, hated by the Beau, 
Yet (bcial Freedom, long to Courts unknown. 
Fair Health, fair Truth, and Virtue are thy own* 
Come to thy Poet, come with healing Wings, 
And let me tafte thee unexds'd by Kings. 

VI. Imita^on of Dean Swift. 

BOY ! bring an Ounce of Frbbman's beft. 
And bid the Vicar be my Gueft : 
Let all be plac'd in Manner due, 
A Pot wherein to fpit or fpue, 
« And London Journal, and Free-Briton, 
Of ufe to light a Pipe, or * • * • • 
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jThis Viitag^y uiiAiulcAed ytt 
By Troopers, fhall be my Retreat : 
Who cannot flatter, bribe, betray; 
Who cannot write or vote for Pay. 
Far from the Vermin of the Town» 
Here let me rather live, my own. 
Doze o'er a Pipe, whofe Vapour bland 
In fweet Oblivion lulls the Land, 
Of all which at Vienna pailes. 
As ignorant as • • • Brafs is : 
And {coming Rafcals to careis, 
Extoll the Days of good Queen Bess, 
■^hen firft Tobacco blcft our Me, 
Then think of other Queens — and finile. 
Come jovial Pipe, and bring along 
Midnight Revelry and Song ; 
The merry Catch, the Madrigal, 
That echoes fweet in City Hall ; 
The Parfon*s Pun, the fmutty Tale 
Of country Jultice o'er his Ale. 
I afk not what the French are doing. 
Or Spain to compafs Britain's Ruin : 
Britons, if undone, can go. 
Where Tobacco loves to grow. 
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THE 

Pleasure of being Out of Debt. 

HORACE, Ode XXII. Book i. imitated. 
IiiUgir 'vilis fctkri/que firus, l:Sc. 
I. 
' I ''HE Man, who not a Farlhiog owes, 



1 



Looks down with fcorcful Eye on thofe. 



Who rife by Fraud and Cunning; 
Though in the Pig-mariet he (land 
With^Afpea grave and dear-ftarch'd Band, 
He fears no Tradcfman's Daiming. 

II. He 
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He ptflet by each Shop in Towb« 
Nor hides his Face beneath his Gown^ 

No Dread his Heart invading; 
He quafi the Nedar of the Ttm^ 
Or on a fyur-gsiird Hackney runs 

To London maiqaerading. 

in. 

What Joy attends a new-paid Debt! 
Our Manciple I lately met 

Of Vifage wife and prudent ; 

I on the Nail my Battels paid* 
The Moniler tnm'd away difinayM* 

Hear this, each Oxford Student! 

IV. 

With Juftice and with Truth to trtce 
The gricfly features of his Face, 

Exceeds all Man's recoundng; 
Suffice, he look'd as ^rim and four 
As any Lion in the Tower, 

Or ha]f-ftarv'd Cat-a-Mountain. 

V. 

A Phiz (o grim you fcarce can meet 
In Bedlam, Newgate, or the Fleet, 
Dry Nuric of Faces horrid ! 



Not 
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T^otBtrcKHORSE, fierce with many a Braile, 
l>x^lay8 fitch complicated Hues 

On his undannted Forehead. 

VI. 
Place me on Scotland's bleakeft Hill, 
Provided I can pay my Bill, 

Hang ev'ry thought of Sorrow ; 
There* falling Sleet, or Froft, or Rain, 
Attadc a Soul refolvM, in vain : • 

It may be fair To-morrow. 

VII. 
To Hiddtngton then let me firay, 
And take Jo. PuUen^s Tree k^wzy, 

I'll ne'er complain of Phcebus ; 
But while he fcorches up the Grafs^ 
I'll fill a Bumper to my Lafs, 

And toaft her in a Rebus. 
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ODE t9 an EAGLE, 

Confined in a College Court. 
^uis lam (rui/s/tj cpia'uit famirt f^tuu. 

Cut lantum de It Ucuit ? ViR 

Atque affigit hum! di'vsn^ particulam aunt. Ho 



IMperial Bird, who wont to foar 
High o'er the rolling Cloud, 
Where Hyperborean Mountains hoar 
Their Heads in Ether fhroud ; 
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Thou Senrant of almighty Jove, 

Who, free and fwift as Thought, coold'fl rove 

To the bleak North's extremeft Goal;— 
Thoo, who magnanimous could'il bear 
The Sovereign Thund'rer's Arms in Air, 

And (hake thy native Pole ! — - 

n. 

Qh cruel Fate! what barbarous Hand, 

. What more than Gothic Ire, 
At ibme fierce Tyrmxt's dread Command, 

To check thy daring Fire, 
Has plac'd thee in this fervile Cell, 
Where Diidpline and Dulnefs dwell; 

Where Genius ne'er was feen to roam : 
Where ev'ry felfilh Soul's at reft. 
Nor ever quits the carnal Breaft, 

But lurks and fneaks at Home ! 

III. 

Though dim'd thine Eye, and dipt thy Wing, 

So grov'ling! once (o great! 
The grief-infpired Mufe fhall fing 

In tend'reft Lays thy Fate : 
What Time by thee fcholaftic Pnde, 
Takes his precife, pedantic Stridej^. 

Nor 
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Nor on thy Mi«!i7 caAt a Cave; 
The Stream of Love ne'er fifom his Heart 
Flowv out, to ad fair Pity*s Part ; 

Bot fHnks, and Magnates there. 

IV. 

Yet ufeful ftill, bold to the Throng 

Hold the refleding Glafi, — ^ 
That not nntntor'd at thy Wrong 

The PafTenger may pais: 
Thou Type of Wit and Senfe confin'dt 
CrampM by th'Oppreflbrs of the Mind; 

Bom to look downward on the GrooiMl f 
Type of the Fall of Greece and R<»mI 
While more than mathematic Gloom» 

Envelopes all around ! 




THE 
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THE 

ART of PREACHING, 

A FRAGMENT. 

In Imitation of Horace's Art of Poetry. 

By the late Rev. Chrdtopher Pitt. 

- - - Pendtnt opera inttrrupta. - - - 

CHOULD fome feni'd Hand, in this fantaftlc Ag^ 

^ Draw Rich, as Rich appears apon the Stage, 

With all his Pollures, in one motley Plan, 

The God, the Hound, the Monl^ey and the Mao ; 

Here 
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Here o'er his Head high-brandilhing a Leg, 

And there juft hatch'd, and breaking from his 'E'gg; 

While Monfter crowds on Monfter through the Piece, 

Who could help laughing at a Sight like this ? 

Or as a Drunkard's Dream togedier brings 

A Court of Coblers, and a Mob of Kings; 

Such is a Sermon, where confus'dly dark. 

Join HoadJy, Sharps South, Sherlocky Wake, and CIa>'}*. 

So Eggs of different Pariihes will run 

To batter, when you beat fix Yolks to one ; 

So fix bright chymic Liquors if you mix. 

In one dark Shadow vaniih all the fix. 

This Licence Priefts and Painters ever had. 
To run bold Lengths, but never to run mad ; 
For thefe can't reconcile God's Grace to Sin, 
Nor thofe paint Tygers in an Afs's Skin ; 
No common Dauber in one Piece would join 
A Fox and Goofe, -« - - nnlefs upon a Sign. 

Some deal a Page of Senfe from 7'ilJof/ofr, 
And then conclude divinely with their own ; 
Like Oil on Water mounts the Prelate up. 
His Grace is always fure to be at Top ; 
That Vein of Mercury it's Beams will fprcad. 
And (hine more ftrongly through a Mine of Lead. 
With fuch low Arts your Hearers never bilk. 

For who can bear a Fuftian lin'd with Silk? 

Sooner 
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Sooner dian preach fuch Stuff, Fd walk the Town* 
Without my Scarf in Whiftonh draggled Gown; 
Ply at the Chapter and at Child\ to read 
For Pence, and bury for a Grpat a Head. 

Some eafy Suhje6t chufe, within your Power, 
Or you will ne*er hold out for Half an Hour. 
Still to your Hearers all your Sermons fort; 
Who'd preach againft Corruption at the Court ? 
Againft Church Pow'r at Vifitations bawl ? 
Or talk about Damnation at Whitehall^ 
Harangue the Horfe-guards on a Cure of Souls? ^ 
Condemn the Quirks of Chancery at the Rolls P t 
Or rail at Hoods and Organs at St. Paul's i J 

Or be, like David Jones^ ib indifcreet. 
To rave at Ufurers in Lomhard-^ftreet T 

Begin with Care, nof| like that Curate vile. 
Set out in this high prancing fhimbling Syle t 
*' Whoever with a piercing Eye can fee^ 
** Through Hitpajl Records of Futuritf*'^ 
All gape, no Meaning : — the puft Orator 
Talks much, and iays juil nothingi for an Hour* 
Truth and the Text he labours to diiplay. 
Till both are quite interpreted away : 
So frugal Dames infipid Water pour. 
Till Green, Bohea, or Cofiee are no more. 



His 
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His Arguments in ^ddy Circles ran 

Still roond and round, and end where they begun : 

So the poor Tomfpit, as the Wheel runs round. 

The more he gains, the more he lofes Ground* 

No Parts diftinft, or general Scheme we find. 

But one wild (hapelefs Monfter of the Mind : 

So when old Bruin teems, her Children fail 

Of Limbs, Form, Figure, Features, Head or Tail; 

Nay, though fbe licks the Ruins, all her Cares 

Scarce mend the Lumps, and bring them but to Bears* 

Ye Country Vicars, when you preach in Town 
A Turn at PauJ% to pay your Journey down* 
If yon would fhun the Sneer of every Frig, 
Lay by the little Band, and rufly Wig: 
But yet be fure, your proper Language kn9w» 
Nor talk as bom within the Sound of Bow. 
Speak not the Phrafe that Drwy-laiu afibrds. 
Nor from ^ChuHgt-aUiif fteal a Cant of Words. 
Coachmen will criticife your Style^ nay further. 
Porters will bring it in for wilful Murder^ 
The Dregs of the Canaille will look afkew 
To hear the Language of the Town from yon; 
Nay, my Lord May'r^ with Merriment pofM, 
Will break his Nap, and laugh among the reft. 
And jog the Aldermen to hear the Jeft. 
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THE 

CELEBRATED SONG 

OF THE 

ALt-SoOLS MALLARD. 

^RIFFIN, Bgftard. Turkey, Cajwi, 
^— ' Let other hungrjr Mortal* gipe obj 
And Ob the Bonct their Stomach bU hud. 
But kt All-Sonli Mm hare their Mallud. 
Oh! by the Blood of King Edward, 
Oh ! by the Blood of King Edward, 
It wu a flopping, fwop^nag Mallard. 

Fa The 
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The Romans once adxnir'd a Gander 

More than they did their chief Commander: 

Becaufe he fav'd, if fome don't fool ns. 

The Place that's caird from the HeadofTolus. 

Oh ! by the Blood, &c. 

The Poets feign'd Jove tum*d a Swan, 

fiat let thera prove it, if they can : 

As for oar Proof 'tis not at all hard. 

For it was a fwapping, fwapping Mallard* 

OhI by theBlooiiU kxu 

Swapping he was from Bill to Eye; 
SwappiiTg he was from Wing to Thigh ; 
His Swapping Tool of Generadon 
Ont-fwapped all the winged Creation : 

Oh! by theBIood, &c 

Therefore let as fing and daace a Galliard^ 
To the Remembrance of the Mallard ; 
And as the Mallard dives in Pool, 
Let as dabble, dive, and dack in Bowl. 

Oh! by the Blood of King Edward, 
Oh! by the Blood of King Edward^ 
It was a fwopping fwopping MallarcL 



A SONS 
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SONG, 

In Honour of the Celebration of the Boar's Head, 

At Queen's College, Oxford, 

Tani Marti /^uam Mcrcurit, 

I Sing not of Roman or Grecian mad Gaines, 
The Pythian, Olympic, and fuch like hard Name) t 
Your Patience awhile with Submillion I beg, 
I ftrivc but to honour the Feaft of Coll. Reg. 

Dcrry down, down, down, dcrry down. 

No Thracian Brawls at our Rites ere prevail, 
Ws temper oar Mirth with plain fober mild Ale; 
The tricks of old Circe deter us from Wine;- 
Though we honour a Boar, we wop't make, ourfolvei 
Swine, Derry down, &c. 

F 3 Great 
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Great Milo was fiunoas for flaying his Ox, 
Yet he prov'd'bat an Ms in cleaving of Blocks : 
Bot We had a Hero for all Things was fit. 
Our Motto displays both his Valour and Wit. 

y Dcrry down, &c. 

Stout Hercules laboured, and look'd mighty big. 
When he flew the half-flarv'd Erymanthian Pig, 
Bat we can relate fuch a Stratagem taken, 
T^at the ftouteft of Boars, could not /M<ve his owtt 
Bacon. Deny dbwn, &c. 

So dreadful this brifUe-badcM Foe did appear. 
You'd have fworn he had got the wrong Pig fy the Ear. 
But inftead of avoiding the Month of the Beaft, 
He ramm*d in a Volume, and crfi — Gracum eft. 

Deny down, &c. 

In this gallant Adion fuch Fortitude fliewn is. 
As proves him no Coward, nor tender Adonis; 
No Armour but Logic; by which we may find 
That Logic's the Bulwark of Body and Mind. 

Derry down, &c. 

Ye Squires that fear neldier Hills nor rough Rocks, 
And think you're full wife when you outwit a Fox; 
Enrich your poor Brains and expoie them no more» 
Leani Greek, and feek Glory from hunting the Boar* 

Deny down, &c« 



rs3,.iiS i-TssasiGs:.--*'^ 
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EPIGRAM on an EPIGRAM. 



ONE Day in ChrtJI-Churcb Meadows walking. 
Of Poetry, and fuch Things talking. 
Says Ralph, a merry Wag, 
An Epigram, if right and good. 
In all it's Circumftanees fticu'd 
Be like a JeUy-B^zg. 

Your 



( »8 ) 

n. 

Yoor Simtle» I own, is new. 

Bat how do'ft oiake it oat, qooth Ht^ht 

Qooth Ralphs 111 tell thee I^riend; 
l^ake it tt Top both wide and fit 
To hold a Budget-M of Wit, 

And point it at the End *. 



* N. S. Thk Eptpvm it printed fipom the origind Mamjcrif^ 

ptvtotd ui the AtcKi¥is of the Jlfllf'Baa fiaciet|f«. 
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A N 

Epistle t& ^. Robert Lowth> 

In Imitation of Horace, Book iL Epift. 19. 

By the lue Mr. Criistophek Pitt. 

ynp* I S faid, dear Sjr, no Poets ple^ dw Town, 
■*■ Who drink mere Water, though from HdUeo':: 
For in cold Blood they fcldom bddly think; 
Their Rhymes are more iafipid thui thdr Drink, 
Mot great /ifelU coald the Trun infpire. 
Till s^croos Bxcchut hdp'd to fan the VOn. 

Warm'* 
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WannM hj two Gods at once, they drink and write, 
Rhyme all the Day, and fuddle all the Night. 
Hemert &ys Horace, nodi in many a Place, 
But hints, he nodded oftner o'er the Glais. 
Infpir'd with Wine old Enntus fang and thooght. 
With the fiune Spirit, that his Heroes fought : 
And we from Jon/on^s Tayem-law» divine. 
That Bard was no great Enemy to Wine. 
*Twas from the Bottle iT/ffj deriv'd his Wit, 
Drank till he coold not talk, and then he writ. 
Let no coiPd Serjeant tonch the (acred Juice, 
But leave it to the Bards for better Ufe : 
Let the grave Judges too the Glafs forbear. 
Who never fing and dance bat once a Year. 
This Tmth once known, our Pbets take the Hint, 
Get drunk or mad, and then get into Print : 
To rsufe thdr Flames indulge the mellow fir. 
And lofe their SenTes in the Search of Wit : 
And when with Claret fir'd they take the Pen, 
Swear they can write, becaufe they drink, like BeH. 
Such miikiick Swift or Prior to their Coft, 
For in the ra(h Attempt the Fools are loft. 
When once a Genius breaks through common Rules, 
He leads an Herd of imitating Fools. 
If Pope, the Prince of Poets, fick a-bed, 
Q*er ftcaming CojfTee bends his aching* Head, 

The 
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The Fools in pablick o*er the fragrant Draught 
Incline thofe Heads, that never ach'd or thought. 
This muft provoke his Mirth, or his Difilain, 
Cure his Complaint, -« — or make him iick again. 
I too, like them, the Poet's Path purfue. 
And keep great Flaccus ever in my View ; 
Bat in a diftant View — yet what I write. 
In thefe loofe Sheets, muft never fee the Light ; 
Epiilles, Odes, and twenty Trifles more. 
Things that are born and die in half an Hour. 
What! you muft dedicate, fays iheering Spence^ 
This Year ibme new Performance to the Prince : 
Though Money is your Scorn, nO doubt in Time» 
You hope to gain fome vacant Stall by Rhyme; 
Like other Poets, were the Truth but known. 
You too admire whatever is your own. 
Thefe wife Remarks my Modefty confound. 
While the Laugh rifes, and the Mirth goes round; 
Vext at the Jeft, yet glad to ihun a Fray, 
I whiik into my Coach, and drive away. 
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THE. 

L O W N G E R. 

I Rife about Nine, get to BreakfaA by ten. 
Blow a Tune on my Flute, or perhaps make a Pen ; 
Kead a Play 'dll eleven, or cock my lac'd Hat; 
Then Sep to pty Neighbour'i, till Dinner, to chat. 
Dinner over, to Tern's, or to Jamts't I go, 
Tlic News of the Town fo impatient to know ; 
While La^, Lode, and Newton, and all the mm Race, 
That talk of their Modes, their Elllpfes, and Space, 
The Seat of the Soul, and new Syftems on high, 
jn Holes, as abltrufe as their Mylteries, lye. 

From 
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Jprom the CofFee-houie then I to Tennis iwajp 
And at five I poft back to my College to pray : 
I Alp before eight, and fecure from all Duns, 
Undauntedly march to the Mitre, •r Tuns ; 
Where in Punch or good Claret my Sorrows I drown. 
And tofs off a Bowl, to the beft in the Town : 
At one in the Morning, I call what's to pay. 
Then Home to my College I dagger away. 
Thus I tope all the Night, as I trifle all Day. 



Epigram, written iy an Exciseman. 

And addreiTed to a Young Lady, who was courted at 
the fame Time by an Apothecart* 

WHAT though the Dodor boafts to fit 
Your Mortar to his Peftk^ 
Are not my Inches every whit 
As good to gage your VefftlT 



\ 
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A N 

EPISTLE to M-. SPENCE, 

When Tutor to Lord Middlesex. 

In Imitation of Hon ace. Book i. Epift. i8. 

By the latt Mr. Christopher Pitt. 

QPENCE, with a Friend yoa p* the Hoars away 
'--' In pointed Jokes, yet innocently gay : 
You ever difier'd from a flatterer more. 
Than a chaAe Lady irom a flauntin" Whore. 



— — r- 
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*Tis true you rallied every Fault you found. 
But gently tickled, while you cur'd the Wound: 
Unlike the paultry Poets of the Town, 
Rogues who expoie themfelves for half a Crown ; 
And ftill itnpofe on ev*ry Soul they meet 
P.adenefs for Senfe, and Ribaldry for Wit : 
Who, tho* half-ftarv'd, in ipite of Time and Place» 
Repeat their Rhymes, tho* Dinner flays for Grace : 
And as their Poverty their DrefTes fit. 
They think of courfe a Sloven is a Wit : 
But Senfe (a Truth thefe Coxcombs ne'er fufpeft,) 
Lies juft *twixt Affeftation and Negledt. 

One Step, ftill lower, if you condefcend. 
To the mean Wretch, the great Man's humble Friend; 
That moving Shade, that Pendant at his Ear, 
That two-legg'd Dog, ftill pawing on the Peer. 
Studying his Looks, and watching at the Board, 
He gapes to catch the Droppings of my Lord a 
And tickled to the Soul at ev'ry Joke, 
Like a prefs'd Watch, repeats what t'other ipoke : 
Echo to Nonfenfe! fuch a Scene to hear! 
'Tis juft like Punc/j and his Interpreter. 

On Trifles (bme are earn ;flly abfurd. 
You'll tliink the World depends on ev'ry Word.— 

What 
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What, is not cv'ry Mortal free to fpeakf 
PU give my Reafonfl, tho* I break my Neck--- 
And what's the Qucftion ? — if it fhines or rains^ 
Whether 'tis twelve or fifteen Miles to Staines, 

The Wretch redacM to Rags by ev'ry Vice, 
Pride, Projeds, Races, MK^reiTes and Dice» 
The rich Rogue (bans, tfao' fall as bad as he»- 
And knows a Qaarrel is good Hufbandry. 

*Tis ftrange, cries Peter, you arc out of Pelf, 
Pm fure I thought you wifer than myfelf ; 
Yet gives hira nothing — bnt Advice too late. 
Retrench, or rather mortgage your Eftate, 
I can advance the Stim, • - - 'ds beft for both, — 
But henceforth cut yoar Coat to match your Cloth* 

A Minifter, In mere Revenge and Sport, 

Shall give his Foe a paultry Place at Court. 

The Dupe for ev*ry royal Birth-day buys 

New Horfes, Coaches, Cloaths, and Liveries ; 

Plies at the Levee, . and diftinguifli'd there 

Lives on the Royal Whifper for a Year; 

His Wenches ihine in BruflTels and Brocade ; 

And now the Wretch, ridiculoufly mad, 

Draws on his Banker, mortgages and fails. 

Then to the Country runs away from Jails : 

There 



^■■■■H 



( ^1 ) 

There raln'd by the Court he fells a Vote 
To the next Burgefs, as of old he bought; 
Rubs down the Steeds which once his Chariot bofd, 
Or fweeps* the Town, which once hey^ri/V bcforei 

But, by this roving Meteor led, I' tend 
Beyond my Theme, forgetful of my Friend- 
Then take Advice ; I preach not out of Time, 
When ggod Lord Middlefex is bent on Rhyme. 

Their Humour check'd, or Inclination croft> 

Sometimes the Friendihip of the Great is loft. 

Uhlefs calPd out to wench, be fure comply, 

Hunt when he hunts, and lay the Fathers by * 

For your Reward you gain his Love, and dine 

On the beft Ven'fon and the beft French Wine : 

Nor to Lord •»«••* make the Obfervation, 

How the twelve Peers have anfwer'd their Creation^ 

Nor in your Wine or Wrath betray your Truft, 

Be filent ftill, and obftinately juft : 

Explore no Secrets, draw no Charadlers, 

For Echo will repeat, and Walls have Ears : 

Nor let a bufy Fool a Secret know* 

A Secret gripes him till he lets it go 1 

Words are like Bullets, and we wifli in vain. 

When once difcharg'd, to call them back again* 

G • • • • Defend, 
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Dtffendy dear Spencer Ae honeft and the civil. 
Bat to cry ap a Rafcal-—— that's the Devil. 
Who guards a good Man's Chara&er^ 'tis known^ 
At the fame Time protedls and guards his own. 
For as with Hovfes, 'tis with Peoples Names, 
A Shed may iet a Palace all on Flames; 
The Fire negleded on the Cottage f reys^ 
But mounts at laft into a general Blaze. 

'Tis a fine Thing, fbme think, a Lord to know ; 
I wiih his Tradefmen could but think fo too. 
tte gives his Word " then all your Hopes are gone ; 
He gives his Honour— —then you're quite undone^^ 
His and fbme Women's Love the fame are found. 
Yon rafhly board a Firefiiip and are drown'd. 

Moil Folks b partial to themfelves are grown. 
They hate a Temper differing from their owot 
The grave abhor the gay, the gay the fad» 
And Formalifb pronounce the witty m^d : 
The Sot, who drinks fi^p Bottles in a Place, 
Swears at the Flinchers who refufe their Glafi. 
Would you not paTs for an ill-na]tttr'd Mas, 
Comply with ey'ry HwncMir that you can. . 

Pof€ 



(99 ) 
P«pe vrill inftruCt jaa how to paA away 
Your Time like him, and never lofe a Day; 
From Hopes or Fears your Quiet to defend. 
To all Mankind as to yourfelf a Friend, 
And lacred from the World, retir'd, nnknownt 
To lead a Life with Morals like his own. 

When to deKdotts Pmptrnt I retire. 
What greater Blifi, my Spctlce^ can I defire ? 
Contented there my eafy Hours I fpend 
With Maps, Globes, Books, my Bottle and a Friend< 
There can I live npon my Income dill. 
E'en thoagh the Hoofe lliould paft the Quakers Bill 1 
Ye^to my Share Iboald fbme good Prebend fall, 
I think myfelf of Size to fill a Stall. 
For Life or Wealth let Heav'n my Lot affignt 
A firm and ereii Soul Ihall flill be mine.: 



{ too ) 
M6RNING. Jn.OpE. 

The Author confined to College. 

Scn'ilmus inclviQ,, Pers. Sat. i. V. 13» 

» 

ONCE more the verns;! Sun's ambrofial Beams 
The, Fields, as with a.parple Robe, adorn : 
Cbar^ell^ thy fedgy Banks, and gliU'ring Streams 

All laugh and iing at mild Approaoh of Morn ; 
Thro' the deep Groves I hear the chaanting Birds, 
And thro' the dover'd Vale the various-lowing Herds. 

Up mounts the Mower from his lowly 't^hatch. 

Well pleas'd the Progrefs of the Spring to mark. 
The fragrant Breath of Breezes pure to catch. 

And flartle from her Couch the early Lark; 
More genuine Pleafure fooths his tranquil Breaft, 
Than high-thron'd Kings can hozSt, in eaflern Glory 
dreft. 

The penfive Poet through the Green-wood fteals. 
Or treads the willow'd Marge of murm'ring Brook ; 

Or climbs the Heep Afcent of airy Hills ; 

There fits him down beneath a branching Oalc, 

Whence various Scenes, and Profpeds wide belo.w^ 
Still teach his mufing Mind with Fancies high to glow. 



Bat 
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But I nor with the Day awake to Bllfs, 
(Inelegant to me fair Nature's Face, 

A Blank the Beauty of the Morning is. 

And Grief and Darknefs all for Light and Grace ; ) 

Nor bright the Sun, nor green the Meads appear. 
Nor Cofour charms mine Eye, nor Melody mine Ear. 

Me, void of Elegance and Manners mild, 

• With leaden Rod, ftern Difcipline retrains; 

Stiff Pedantry, pf learned Pride the Child, 

My roying Genius binds in Gothic Chains ; 
Nor can the cloyfter'd Mufe expand her Wing, 
Nor bid thefe twilight Roofs with her gay Carols ring. 



On Mfs POLLY FOOTE'j 

Unexpefied Arri'val ^/Oxford, 
And fpeedy Flight from thence ^ '^l^^* 

LONG 'had fair Venus and her Son 
Diftrcfs'd Miner^a^s darling Town 
With Perfecution jealous ; 
Of Belles fo fcanty was her Choice, 
She fcarce could furnifh Toafls for Boys^ 
Qt Wives for humbler Fellows^ 

G a Yet 
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Yet Pallas all their Spleen dcfy'd. 
And pradently the Lofs fapplied ' 

Of fuch precarious Bli£es : 
Hence were her Sons more ftadious grown : 
Her Difcipline went fmoother on, 

'Mid Troops of homely Mifles. 

CupiJ, who late had ieen the Place, 
pound they had quite mifiook the Cafe» 

That Books would grow in Faihion, 
That dazzling Eyes and blooming Cheeks, 
Could only tame thofe hardy Graks^ 

And bring them to Submiflion* 

Then fwift as Thought he flew to Town, 
And Pollj ftraight is order'd down ; 

The Champion of Beauty ; 
For well his Godlhip did devife. 
That Polly % Charms and Pollft Eyes 

Would be alert on Duty. 

She came, and with each Grace complete. 
From a Venetian Window's Height 

Her Battery fhe play'd: 
The fatal Slaughter who can tell. 
What Troops of gazing Students fell. 

Stretched o'er the finooth Parade ? 



Szg^ 
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Sage Folios, now a mn^y Heap, 

In Cbain$ and learned Darknefs fleep» 

All Logick's turn'd to Folly; 
Each Student takes his Cap and Gown, 
And runs through ev*ry Street in Town, 

To catch a Look at Polly. 

Who now can pedant Rules endure ? — • 
*« Go Boy, and bid the beft Frifeur, 

** At Six precife be wi'me;" 
My Hair in Wires exaft and nice, 
I'll trim my Cap to finalleft Size, 

That PoMy fure may fee me. 

Nay e'en the Don his Pipe foregoes. 
That Friend to Wifdom and Repofe, 

Left Polly be oiFended ; 
And Galenh fageft Sons will leave. 
To dangle Hours at PoUy*s SleevCj 

Their Patients unattended* 

See Churches are forfaken too. 
If Polly does not grace a Pew, 

To keep grave Heads from fleeping: 
Mad H'tch-nf-n—m rave in vain. 
The fad deferted Seats remain 

For Trentice Boys to weep in. 



CtL^U 
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Cufid, who flood at Pollfs Side 
Incogf and ev'iy Shaft fapplied, 

Laugh'd with infolting Malice^ 
To fee how fore each Arrow flew. 
How at each killing Glance fhe ilew 

Some fav'rite Son of Pallas. 

Then to Jove's Court he winged his Way, 
To tell the Triumphs of the Day, 

And publifli Pollfs Glory; 
But Pallas had that Mom been there j 
And humbly fought of Jove to hear 

The Hardfhips of her Story. 

*< That all her Sons were Rebels grown, 

<^ No. Books were read, no Rules were kno\vc| 

** Her fav'rite Seat was undone :'* 
Her Plea was heard, 'twas Jovt^a Decree 
That Iris fhould next Week cpnvey 

Fair Polly back to London^ 
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51&^ C U S H I O N PLOT 

Difcovered hy Dr. Shaw. 
By H. B. Efq; 

WHEN Gahy Pofleffion had got of the Hall, 
He took a Survey of the Chapel and All, 
Siuce that, like the refl, was juft ready to fall* 

Jt^hicb nobody can denym 
And firft he began to examine the Cheft, 
Where he found an o\6^Cufoion which gave him Diflafte ; 
The firft of the Kind that e'er troubled bis Reft. 

Which nobodjt He* 
Two Letters of Gold on this CuOiion were rear'd; 
Two Letters of Gold once by Gaby rever'd. 
But now, what was Loyalty* Treafon appear'd > 

Which nobody t fcfr. 
** J. -R. (quoth the Don, in Soliloquy bafs) 
<< See the Works of this damnable Jacobite Race! 

'« Wc*ll out with the J, and put G in it's Place :** 

Which nobody f Jsfr . 

• And DOW to crafe thefe Letters fb rich. 
For ScifTars and Bodkin his Fingers did itch. 
For Converts in Politicks go thorough-ftiuh. 

Which Mhodyy tjfc. 
The Thing was almoft as foon done as faid, 
Poor J was depos'd, and G reign'd in his Stead; 
Such a quick Revolution fnre n^ver was read f 

Whicbnobody, feTtf, 
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Then bey for Preferment — Bat how did he fbire. 
When convinced and aftiam'd of not being aware. 
That y ftood for * Jemmbt, for Raymond the H. 

Which nohoifyj C*fr. 
Then beware all ye Parents, from hence I advife. 
How ye chafe ChrifliaDj^ames for the Babes ye baptize. 
For if Gah^ dont like 'em he'll pick out theil' ys* 

Which ndhedy c^n Juty, 



On Lopping New-College Lime Tr^es, 

WHILOM a Row of fancy limes^ 
Planted, I ween, in lacklefs Times» 
By ibme ill-favour'd Barfar ; 
Like Upihrts vain, grew pl-oud and t^. 
And boldly perk'd it o'er the Wall, 
No Trees look'd ever fiercer. 

But late for fundry Crimes arraign'd^ 
(Whether fome (tripling Shrubs complained 

Thefe Rogues prefum'd to flight 'cm> 
Or whether they were heard to prate 
Pf fome fad Yews untimely Fate, 

That once grew over-right 'em : 

^ TheBcncfiiaorwb^fstf theCofltioa. 

Or 
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Or if by Chance their Heads they fhoole, 
Wheft towVds the Church they turn'd a Lookf 

And mourn'd the fad Conditions, 
Of poor St. PeUr's * num'rous Dead, / 
That to their Graves were daily led. 

Since fome Folks turn'd Phyfidans) •• 

Whatever the Caufe, fome angry Pow'r 
Refolv'd their daring Tops to low*r; 

His murd'rous Mates aflembled : 
Oh ! as the mangling Crew appears, 
Arm*d with Ax, Hatchet, Saw, and Shears, 

How ev'ry Dry ^<^ trembled. 

Sore Caufe, for ne'er in Grove of Oak 
Did fpendthrift Heir's unpity'd Stroke^ 

Such Butchery exhibit; 
Each Arm they maim'd, each Head they topi, 
Nor ever left a Limb unlopt. 

To make the Dogs a Gibbet. - 

So loeks the poor difmember'd Tar, 
Who late was Thunderbolt of War, 

But fall'n in barb'rous Clutches; 
From mangling Hofpital turn'd out, 
Maim'd, halt, and naked, limps about. 

To beg with Stumps and Crutches. 

• St. Faer't Church, in the Eaft, at Oxford. 



Oh! 
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Oh! how the fad fucceeding Year, 
Will each kind Strarp:er'i pitying Tear, 

Our wond'rous Change bemoan ; 
To fee each Tree once green and tall 
A ibapelefs Block become ; and all 

Our Hedge-rows turn'd to Stone. 

But we, blefl Minions, all our Day^ 
Shall bafk in Fhoshm^ warmeft Rays, 

No Shade can now controal us : 
And fhoald he chance to overheat us. 
He by the fame good Hand can treat as. 

With gentle Purge to cool us, 



EPIGRAM, 

ON AN 

OXFORD TOAST, 

. With fine Eyes, and a lad Voice. 

T U CETT A *s Charms our Hearts furprife 
^-^ At once with Love and Wonder; 

■ 

She bears Jove's Lightning in her Eyes, 
But in her Voice his Thunder^ 



A BALLAD, 

7i the Tune of To you fair Ladies now at Land. 

Cccafoited by a iatt Copy of Verjei on Mifs BkickXNDKN^x goin^ /• 
NewjihaDl hy Water \ in which tuere the feUowiJig Linai 

«* The lofty Trees of Newnham's pendent Wockl, 

** To meet her fetm to rufh into the Flood ; 

** Peep o'er their Fellows Heads to view the Fair 

** Whofe Name ujjon their wounded Barks they bear. 

'* Reprefs your amorous Haftej the lovely Maid 

** In Per/on deigns to cheer the gloomy Shade.** 

I 

f . .- • 

WHILST you my charming Anna reign. 
Of ev'ry.Mufe the Theme ; 
Whofe Prefence decks with Flowers the Plain^ 

With Prid« fwells Ifis* Stream; 
May I prefume you^ll lend an Ear, 
To me, your huii;>ble Sonneteer? — Fa, la* 

But left, my Fair, you think me cold. 

Cry pifli, iiXkd call me rude ; 
Or think that I dare be fo bold. 

My Paffion to intrude; 
It is not for myfelf I fue, 
*Tis {or fome Trees that die for you. — - Fa, Ia» 

Since 
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Slfice late on Ifis* filrer Flood 

your fatal Fonn was feen. 
Some lacklefs Oaks of Ne*wnham WooJ^ 

Tin then fall frelh and green , 
No more their verdant Honours fpread^ 
Bflt figh for you, and hang their Head* Fa^ k. 

'Tis faid, that with a Look moft queer, 

' The Dotards peeping ftood; 
No PrieU with more la£nvions Leer, 

Confeffing Nun e'er view'd ; 
Nay that they rufif*d into the Flood* — • 
Were e'er fach amVous Sticks of Wood? "^"^Fm^ U* 

How then can all your numerous Band 
Of Lovers not deipair; 

■ 

"When Hearts of Oak could not withfland 

A Face fo wond'rous fair? 
Since in your Breaft no Pity's found, 
Tho' Lovers hang, and Treis are drowned. — Fa^ U^ 

In Pity to your Wit, reftrain 

The Lightning of your Eyes ; 
Since at each Glance upon the Plain, 

Some bleeding Foref dies : 
1£ you proceed, my lovely Maid, 
You'll jTun our fottic Shade. — Fdt la* 

Well 



Well might the Poet*s am'rous Song 

Stile you th^ publick Care ; 
For all our Country 'Squires e'er long, 

Will dread the pafling Fair- 
Think what will good Lord Harcourt do. 
Now Ni'wnbam Woods are fir'd by you ! — Fa, la» 



On a BEAUTY with III Qualities- 

MIflaken Nature here has joined 
A beauteous Face and ugly Mind | 
In vain the faultlefs Features drike. 
When Soul and Body are unlike; 
Pity thofc fnowy Brcafts Ihould hid« 
J)eceit, and Avarice, and Pride I 

So in rich Jars from China brought^ 
With glowing Colours gayly wrought, 
Oftimes the fubtle Spider dwells. 
With fecret Venom bloated, fwells. 
Weaves all his. fatal Nets within^ 
As anfuif efted^ as unfeen. 
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A SONG of SIMILIES. 

By the Reverend Dr. Bacon. 

I'VE Thought ; the fdr Clarijfa cries: 
What is it like,' Sir ?— Like your Eyes. 
*Tis like a Chair— *Tis Hke a Key— 
Tis like a Purge— 'Tis Uke a Flea— 
*Tis like a Beggar — like the Sun — 
>Tis Hke the Dutch— *Tis like the Moon— 
'Tis like a Kilderkin of Ale— 
Tis like a Dodor— like a Whale. 

Why are my Eyes, Sir, like a Sword ? 
For that's thp Thought upon vk^ Word, • 

■ 

Ah ! witneft ev'ry Pang I feel ; 

The Deaths they give their Likenefs tell. 

A Sword is like a Chair, you'll find» 
Becauie 'tis moft an end behind^ 
*Tis like a Key, for 'twill Undo one; 
*Tis like a Purge, for 'twill run through one* 
•Tis* like a Flea, and Reafbn good, 
*Tis often drawing human Blood. 
Why like "a Beggar you fliall hear, 
*Tis often borne before the Mavon 
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*Tis like the San becaufe 'tis gilt* 

Befides it travels in a 3elt. 

*Tis like the Dutch we plainly fee, 

Becaufe that State, whenever we 

A Pufh for our own Int'reft mdke. 

Does inilantly our Sides forfake. 

The Moon — Why when alPs faid and done^ 

A Sword is very like the Moon : 

For if his Majefty, (God blefs him) 

When County Sheriff comes t* addtefs him. 

Is pleas'd his Favours to bellow 

On him before him kneeling low. 

This o*er his Shoulders glitters bright. 

And gives the Glory to the Knight. [Night\ 

'Tis like a Kilderkin, no Doubt, 

For 'tis not long in drawing out. 

*Tis like a Dodbr, for who will 

Difpute a Dodlor's Pow'r to kill? 

But why a Sword is like a Whale, 

Is no fuch eafy Thing to tell. 

But iince all Swords are Swords, d*ye fee. 

Why let it then a Backfword be : 

Which, if well us'd, will feldom fail 

To raife up fomewhat like a Whak* 

H nt 
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the SNIPE. 

An HUMOUROUS BALLAD. 

By the Same. 
Tunc, — Athot 9f Canterbury* 

I' L L tell you a ftory, a flory diat's true, 
A dory that's diiinaly and comical too ; 
It is of a Friar, who fbme people think, 
Tho' as fweet as a nut, might have dy'd of a ftiok. 

Derry down, down, hey derry down. 
This Friar would often go out with his gun. 
And tho' no great markixnan, he thought himfelf one ; 
For tho' he for ever was wont to mifs aim. 
Still fomething but never himfelf was to blame. 

Derry down, &c. 
It happened young Peter, a friend of the Friar's, 
With legs arm'd with leather, for fear of the briars. 
Went out with him once, tho' it fignifies not 
Where he hired his gun, or who tick'd for the fhot. 

Derry down, &c. 
Away thefc two tnidg'd it, o'er hills and o'er dales. 
They popt at the partridges, frighten'd the quails ; 
But, to tell you the truth, no great mifchief was done. 
Save fpoiling the proverb, as furt as a gun^ 

Derry down, &c. 
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But at length a poor Snipe flew dirc& in die way» 

In open defiance, as if he woald (zy^ 

''If only the Friar and Peter are there, 

** I'll fly where I lifl:, there's no reafon to fear,** 

Derrydown, &c. 
Tho* little thought he that his death was fo nigh,. 
Yet Peter by chance fctch'd him down from on high ; 
His fliot was ramm*d down with a joomal, I will. 
The firft Time he charged {o improper with Mijl. 

Derry down, &c» 
Then on both fides the ^seeches began to be made. 
As — I beg your acceptance — O ! no fir, indeed — 
I beg diat yea woold fir, — for bodi wifely knew. 
That one Snipe could ne'er be a fapper for two'. 

Derry down, &c» 
What the Friar declined in a mofl civil (brt, 
Peter flipt in his pocket; the de'el take him for't ! 
Bat were die trndi known, 'twould plainly appear. 
He oft times had found a longer bill there. 

Deny down, &c. 
Hid in his pocket the Snipe iafely lay. 
While a week did pais over his head, and a day. 
Till At ropes for a toaft too oflenfive were grown. 
And were finelt out by ev*ry nofe but his own. 

Derry down, &c. 
H z^ The 
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The Friar look'd wholeibme it mail be agreed. 
So no one could fay, whence the ilink fhould proceed ; 
Where the ilink might be laid, tho' no one could faf» 
'Tis certain he brought it and took it away. 

Deny down, &c. 
At fight of the Friar began the perfume. 
And (carce he appeared but he fcented the room : 
Snuff-boxes were held in the higheft efleem. 
And all the wry Faces were made where he came. 

Derry down, &c. 

As the place he was in it was callM this and that ; 
In his room *twas a dofe-flool, or elfe a dead rat ; 
In the fields where he walk'd for fome carrion 'twas 
'Twas a fart at the Angel and pafs'd for a jefl. [guefl, 

Derry down, &c. 
At length the fufpicion fell thick on poor Tray, 
Till he took to his heels and with fpeed ran away ; 
Thought the Friar poor Tray FU remember thee ibon. 
If I live to grow fwcet I'll give thee a bone. 

Derry down, &c. 

For he knew that poor Tray was mofl highly abused. 
And if any, himfelf, thus deferv'd to be us'd : 
For *twas certainly he, whom elfe could he think; 
*Twas certainly he that muft make all the ftink. 

Derry dowQ, &c. 
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So when he came home he fat down on his bed, 
His elbow at diib.nce fupported hiis head ; 
His body long while like a pendulum went; 
But all he could do did not alter -the Icent. 

Derry down, &c.- 

Thus hipp'd he got up and pull'd ofFhis cloaths. 
He peep'd in his breieches and fmelt to his hofe. 
And the very next morning frefh cloaths he put on. 
Ally all but a waiftcpat, for he had but one. 

Derry down, $cc. 

But changing his cloaths did not alter the cafe. 
And fo he flunk on for three weeks and three days ; 
Till to fend for a doftor he thought it moil meet; 
For tho' he was not, yet his life it was fweet. 

Derry down, &c 
The dodlor he came, felt his pul/e in a trice ; 
Then crept at a diftance to give his advice : 
But fweating, nor bleeding, nor purging would do. 
For inilead of one ftink this only made two. 

Derry down, ^c. 

The friar oft-times to his glafs would repair, 
B ut to death he was frigh ten'd when e'er he Came there ; 
His eyes were fo funk, and he look'd.fo aghaH, 
He verily thought lie was ftinking bis laft. 

Perry down, &c. 
H 3 So 



/ 
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So for credit he hailens to bam all his profe. 
And into the fire his verfes he throws ; 
When fearching his pockets to make up the pile. 
He found out the Snipe, that had ftunk all the while. 

Deny down, &c» 
So he hopes you Will now think him wholfonac again. 

Since his waiilcoat difcovers the caufc of his pain : • 
To conclude, the poor Friar in treats you to note. 
That you might have been fweet had you been in his 
coat. Deny down, &c* 



EPIGRAM in MARTIAL, 

Literally Tranjlated^ 

/^Allidus impofuit nuper mihi CaupQ Ravenna^ ; 
^^ Cum peterem mixtum^ vendidit ille merum^ 

TRANSLATION. 

A Landlord at Bath put upon me a queer Horn ; 
I aik'u him for PuMci/'^-''^zni the Dog gave 



me mere Rum* 



TABLE 
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TABLE TALK. 

« 

Written in the Year 1745. 
By Mr. K I D G E L L of Hertford College, 

- - -•- Votum^ Timor y Ira^ Voluptasy 
Gaudia, Difcurfus^ nofiri^ Farrago Libelli. 

Juvenal. 

WHEN lovely Calia had refign'd . 
The dear Delights of Womankind, 
And could, without Reluftance, fee 
The Powers of Talk-infpiring Tea, 
Imperial in its laft Decay ' 
Glad Mrs. Betty* s harmlefe Prey; 
When all the Fountains that fupply 
The Pools of rich ^adriiie were dry. 
And each promif^uous Fifti was feen 
Stretch'd on the Pearl-befpangled Green; 
When Phoebus had confign'd his Pow'r 
To a mild Bvening^s cooler Hour, 
And lent the Jewels of his Light 
T* adorn the Empnjs of the Night, 
'Twas folemnly agreed upon • 
By Mary Cook| and Butler yoht, 

H 4 That 
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That Supper In the Parlour fliou'd bo 
With Expeditioa vail as cou'd be; 
For Mafter with Delay was hungry, ' 
And Miftrefs with Impatience angry. 
Swift as the Word the Clodi was laid. 
And all was hufh'd while Grace was iaid. 
When SBencc once again gave Way 
To bring Difcourfe again vfk Play. 

♦* But, Sir, if thefe Accounts are true. 
The Dutch have mighty Things in Viewj 

The Aufirians 1 admire French-Beans^ 

Dear Maem, above all Sorts of Greens,— « 
They fay the Pruffian Schemes are quafh'd- 
Oh Maem, ^tis admirably haih'd — 
Some Pepper — and- 1 hear Argyle 
A litde Vinegar and Oil- 
But that, perhaps, is all a Jeft, Sir 
Maem, wMch you pleafe — which you like beft, Sir-» 

I think green Peas ^if underftood 

The Grand Duke* s Schemes— are lovely good 

Mix'd, Mr. John will hxxmhlt France 

Sir, your good Health but that's a Chance—— 

Mifs Harriott vaftly grown, Maem— why, 
' So her Papa thinks— Mrs, Fry 
Js out of Patience— —Maem a Piece 
Of Sturgeon**— with her littk Niece; 

ThcyV* 
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They're both Year's Children— 7fl*«, fome Bread -^ 
But Harriotts taller by the Head. 
She came from School, flay let me fee, 
I think 'twas— Almond Flummery, 

Venture to tafte it, Mr. Sear 

The Night that Garrick play'd King Lear. 

Oh, I remember! Deareft Maem, let 

Me help you whett he afted Hamlet 

My Sifter AJhhurnham had on 
Her Pink and Silver — r-Hark'ee, John- 
And fome rude Rabble from the Qallery- 
The* Soup taftes delicate of Celery- 
Threw God knows what upon her Sleeve- 
She's got it out, Ma'em, I perceive. 
Oh, no, Ma'em, fhe was forc'd to buy 
(Your humble Servant, Dr. Dry) 

A whole new Breadth we had fuch Sport- 

Of Mrs. Voles in Old Round Court. 
pear Mrs. ChatnuelU have you heard- 
To me a Teal's a better Bird— - 
How Mrs. Branched Caufe goes on? 
A little Water, Mr. John-"'^ 
O! Mrs. Brancbe! I can't abide her— 
Pray, Mr. James^ a Glafs of Cyder. 
Some fay— —a little Butter mix'd 
lATith Capers— -flie is fo anfix'd^ 



%U 
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She can't —cats moft delightful ia k 
Continue in a Mind one Minute .-^- 
No ! Carp, Maem, is and fb we fee- 
Above all Sorts of Fiih to me ■ ■ 

A Triflingnefs You knew Tern's Wife- 

In every Aftion of her Life > ■ 



Tom Br ancle's Wife I knew — —another 
Potatoe if you pleafe—— rand Mother. 

His Mother Mr. Oldham fpeaks, 

John^ don't you hear ? within three Weeks 

After Thefe Eggs I always poach ^^ 

Was overturn'd in York Stage-Coach ■ 

And Mrs. Mixcn^ as for her ■ 

Mifs, your good Health, Maeni, your*s, goodSir,-^ 

She went to Perth poor Soul, it cry'd. 

And ran to m e ■ and there ihe d/d 

Poor little Soul ! Maem, fome of thofe ■■■■ 

And did it hurt its little No(e ! ■ l -> 

Yes, Maem, it bled 1 chufe a Wing, 

Sir, you are quite like any Thing, 

But Dodor, if the noble Duke 



Take out that Skew'r there to the Cook— 
Sihou'd trounce Monfieur, Fm bold to fay 
A little Sweet-Bread, Mrs. Day 
That 'tis impo/Tible the Dutch ^ 
Maem, if you pleafe, not quite fo mach— 



Refuft 



^-9^ 
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Refafe t'affift— — Yes, Maem, but Spices 
Improve it vaftly at this Crifis,- 



Good gracious 1 He's a dreadful Jobfter- 
Maem, I prefer one Inch of Lobfter— 
He piec'd my Habit all in Dabs— ^ 
At any Time to twenty Crabs 



"•«• 



Oh ! I 'd forgot they're lovely Rabbits, 

Dear Maem I b*t now you mention Habits^ 

Mifs Dra'whridge—YGXJit good Health, Mife PtrMit^ 

Has got the fearful'ft, • frightfal*ft Jerkin, 

It looks fo tarnifh'd and fo old' 

Mift Jmukesy I hope you'v« caught no Cold- 

No, not at all, Maem — Fetch the Chcefe in 

Snuff always did fet me a fneexing 

The Afibciation's forxn'd we hear-*— — 



John^ mix a Httle Ale and Bee r* » 

Why, reaUy, Maem^yoor Health, Mifs Bi^et^ 

Folks talk on't many different Wayst ^ 

Tho' *tis a Cafe that I'm no Judge in— 



Maem, I'm prodigious fond of Gudgeon—— 

But apt to prate they're fine ftew'd Pears 

At fuph a Jundure of Affairs* 

Dear Maem, yoi»'ve heard how 'Squire BoMing — 

My Daughter Ford admires a Codling 

It rain'd fo dreadful cou'd not go. 

He and Mifs James^ and Mrs. Sloif 



So 
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So far au Tnvkjbury laft Week . 

Snrey Jobn^ you heard MiTs Idle ipeak! 

You faw Mifs DrauobrUgey Maem, laft Sunday? 

Yes, Maem, I did! and Mrs. Munday 

Had loft her Parrot Pray, Maem, how? 

I really, Maem, can't tell, I vow • 

I pity'd the poor Creature's Fate 

GiFC Mrs. Dykes a China Plate 

But poor Mils Drtpwbridge will run wild- 
No, Maem, oar Cream is always boil'd 
For our Part, Maem, I can't but fay 
We all make Hade and take away- 



Arc mighty fond of Slip-flops bring 

The Wine and Fruits — Maem, Church and King--^ 

Mifs, ihall I help you? Sir, I beg 

Sir, there's enough Maem, Siller Peg 

Is well, bat Georgg has hurt his Lcgi 
My Aunt ^as in a vehement Fright* 



His left Leg, Maem-^No, Maem, his right- 
Poor Mafter Georgy/^^-^MsLcm, I hope-^— 
No, Maem« hc*s with my Uncle Cope, 
And is as lively and as brifk 
As Maem do you chufe a Game at Whifk ? 



SIMILE 



r^S. 
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SIMILE, 

From PHiEDRA and HYPPOLITUS. 

O O when bright Venus yielded up her Charms, 
*^ The bleft Adonis languidi'd in her Arms: 
His idle Horn on fragrant Myrtles hung. 
His Arrows fcatter'd, and his Bow unilrung. 
Obfcure in Coverts lay his dreaming Hounds, 
And bay'd the fancy'd Boar with feeble Sounds ; 
For nobler Sports he quits the favage Fields, 
And all the Heroe to the Lover yields. 

The Same Parodied. 

SO when bright Abigail refign'd her Charms, 
The happy Curate languifh'd in her Arms : 
His unbrulh'd Beaver on the Floor was tofs'd; 
His Notes were fcatterM, and his Bible lofk. 
In Alehoufe hid his dreaming Clerk was foun4» 
And rear'd the fancy *d Stave with feeble Sound : 
For nobler Sheets his Concordance he leaves. 
And all the Parfon to the Lover giv€s. 
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ERSES 

ON THE 

ExpeAed Arrival of Queen Charlotte, 

In an Epistle to a Friend, 1761. 

By a GENTLEMAN of OXFORD. 

Containing the Sentiments^ Images^ Metaphors^ Mck- 
cbinery^ Similiest Allujions^ and all other Poetical 
Decorations,, of the OX F O R D VE R S E S, which 
were to appear on that aufpicious Occa£on. 

XT' E S — every hopefnl Son of Rhyme 
^ Will farely feize this happy Time, 
Vault upon Pegafus's Pack, 
Now grown an Academick Hack, 
And fing the Beauties of a Queen, 
(Whom, by the hy^ he has »ot feen ;) 
Wyi fwcar \i&[ eyes are black as y^t^ 
Her teeth as Pearls in Coral fet; 
Will tell us that the Rofe has lent 
Her Cheek its Bloom, her Lips its Scent, 
That Philomel breaks oiF her Song, 

And liilcns to her fweeter Tongue; 

That 



( 127 ) 

That Venus and the Graces join*d 

To form this Phoenix of her Kind, 
And Pallas undertook to flore 

Her Mind with Wifdom's chiefeft Lore : 
Thus form'd^ Jove ifiues a Decree 
That George's Confort flie fhall be: 
Then Cupid (for what Match is made 
By Poets without Cupid's Aid?) 
Picks out the fwifteft of his Dartfi, 
And pierces inftant both their Hearts. 

Your fearful Pro{e-men here might doubt 
How be ft to bring this Match about. 
For Winds and Waves are ill-bred Things, ' 
And little care for Queens and Kings ; 
But as the Gods aflembled ftand. 
And wait e^ch youthful Bard's Command, 
All fancy'd Dangers they deride. 
Of boift'rous Winds, and fwelling Tidej 
Neptune is call'd to wait upon her. 
And Sea-Nymphs are her Maids of Honour; 
Whilft we, inftead of eaftern Gales, 
With Vows and Praifcs fill the Sails, 
And when, with due poetick Care 
They fafely land the Royal Fair, 
They catch the happy Simile, 
Of Venus rifing from the Sea. 



Soon 
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Soon as (he moves, the Hill and Vale, 

Refponfive tell the joyful Tale; 

And Wonder holds th* enraptur'd Throng 

To fee the Goddeis pafs along; 

The bowing Forefls all adore her. 

And Flow'rs fpOntaneons fpring before her. 

Where yoa and I all Day might travel. 

And meet with noaght bat Sand and Gravel; 

But Poets have a piercing Eye, 

And many pretty Things can fpy. 

Which neither yoa nor I can iee. 

Bat then the Fault's in yoa and me. 

The King aftonifh'd moil appear. 

And find that Fame has wrong'd his Dear; 

Then Hymen, like a Biihop, fiands. 

To join the Lovers' plighted Hands ; 

Apollo and the Muies wait. 

The nuptial Song to celebrate. 

Bat I, who rarely fpend my Time 
In paying Court or spinning Rhyme; 
Who cannot from the high Abodes, 
Call down, at will, a Troop of Gods ; 
Muft in the plain profaick Way, 
The Wifhes of my Soul convey. 
May Heaven bur Monarch's Choice approve. 
May he be blefi with mutual Love, 

And 
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And be as happy with his Queen^ 
As with my Chloe I have been; 
When wandering through the Beechen Grove, 
She fweetly fmird and talk'd of Love ! 
And oh! that he may live to jfee 
A Son as wife and good as he; 
And may his Confort grace the Throne 
With Virtues equal to his own! 
Our Courtly Bards will needs be telling. 
That ihe's Kke Venus or like Helen ; 
I wifh that flie may prove as fair ^ 

As Egremont and Pembroke are; 
For tho* by Sages *tis confeft. 

That Beauty's but a T<^ at beft ; 
Yet, 'tis methinks, in married Life, 
A pretty Douceur with a Wife: 
And may the Minutes as they By, 
Strengthen iHU the nuptial Tye, 
While Hand in Hand thro' Life they go, 
'Till Love fliall into Friendflup grow; 
For tho* thefe Bleffings rarely wait 
On regal Pomp, and tinfePd State, 
Yet Happinefs is Virtue's Lot, 
Alike in Palace a!nd in Cot: 
'Tis true, the grave Affairs of State, 
With little Folks have little Weight; 

I Yet 
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Yet I conUik'' tikf Patifet Utast 
In Britain's Wielflire hbas^ its Part$ 
Widi T€kfi^on i^ows jit GtokCE^s M«Hie» 
And trdiMi|4is i)i its CoWMby's F^anies 
With hourly Plealbre t ran fit 
And talk of-Gratdf, Mmwh, And ^V/; 
And whitt I fraifi theGo^ imd ftave^ 
Difdain the Covirard «nd the Ktiaeve. 
At Growth tl£ *i\cxes oiUKis nc^V 
And ihadder lit the NaffionS D^? 
I ne'er the iancitd ISs btrnit)aii. 
No Debts diiluil) fne> 1}ut my 6Wh. 
What ! tho* our Co&rs fint, onr Trk^e 
Repairs the Bl'each whkh War has made; 
And if Expetices now rah high. 
Cor Minds milft With biir l^eahs comply* 
Thns far my Pbllticki e:^tefid. 
And here my ^wuineft Wflhes eitd. 
May Ms)lk lionnih, taftibh ceafe. 
And I lB!kid SixTope Hv'e in l^eacel 




An 
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ODE to CRITICISM.* 

By Mr. WOD H U L L. 

Mutemtt C/jpeos, Dakaum(^ux hfignia Nobis 

A^temtu. Dolut, an Virtus, quU in Htfie rtptiHtf Virgil. 

\ 

I 

I. 

HAIL, miglitj Goddefiy whom of )FOFe, 
Where &mM Cimmeiia hoafts her teafoM Gkom 
In thoie deep Caverns, fFom her laib'fing Womb 
Imperial DulneTs bore. 
At the Signal of thf Blrtb, 
O'er the Iltte4>eipricikled £arth» 
Slowfy /uUiM ^pieen adrance«. 
Sneering Laughter joiiw the Daaees, 
fivMt from her Den exulting Efury ipiiags. 
New trims her faded Tordi, and iharpens all her Stings. 

IL 
Farewd, ye Vifions light and vain, 
'The S>elian Grove, witli its enchanted RHi, 
The down Sinnmits of PamaflTii^' HXly 
Chimeras t>f the Brain* 

* Thit Poem appealed U»n «fter Uie Publicatioa of the Oxford 
Veifts on the Death of his late Majefty. 

I 2 No 
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No more fuch Follies I purfae 
Thee, fober-vefted Queen, I woo; 
Thy propitious Help imploring. 
As by Midnight Taper poring. 
With fludious Care I mark fome faalty Line, 
Then curfe the Theban Harp, or Horner^ s Work divine. 

III. 
Here in my hatefal, lonefbme Cell, 
While Darknefs fpreads her murky Veil aromid. 
When Pains corode, and Aormy Pafiions wonnd. 
With thee I wiih to dwell. 
Tho* jipoUo bids deipair. 
Nor a Mufe regards my Pray*r; 
Still with ever conilant Kindnefs, 
Thou wilt footh my votive Blindnefs; 
I feel, I- feel the maddening Influence reigns. 
The black Bile rnfheson, and revels in my Veins. 

IV. 
Borne on the rapid Wings of Thought, 
E'en now I ieem, in thy exteniive Shade, 
Where balefiil Yews overcome the fickening Glade, 
,To quaff* the plenteous Draught, 
And behold thy Realms compriie- 
Learned Ignorant, and Wife, 
All alike with hot Devotion, 

Swallowing thy embitter'd Potion. 

Fearleis 
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Fearlefs I take my felf-commiffion'd Stand, 
To wield thy ruthlefs Sword with unrelenting Hand. 

V. 

Hear then, O hear my fond Requeft, 
Whether in poor Veronals haplefs State, 
Thou moum'ft thy Scaliget^s negledled Fate, 
With Anguiih-laden Breaft. 
Or with Rapture lov'fl to view 
Sourly fmiling each Review; 
Quickly hafte to my Embraces, 
Come, O come, in all thy Graces, 
Where tuneful Oxford hails thy juft Domain, 
Where at thy Shrine attend her delegated Train. 

VI. 

How fliall I paint thy heavenly Charms ! 
In what high Praife my ardent Suit addrefs ! 
Or how the glowing Flame fliall I exprefs 
Which now my Bofbm warms; 
How defcribe the mazy Road, 
Leading to thy bleft Abode! 
Where thou fit'ft in State prefiding. 
Us ignoble Rhimers guiding 
To where the. Banks of Let he* s filent Wave, 
Before our paflive Steps difclofe an early Gj-ave. 

I 3 Yet 



* 

^ 
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vn. 

Yet fliaU my feeble Lays prefaine» 
Wrapt in ideal Extades, to trace 
The winning Features of thy lovdy Facr^ 
And its primeval Bloom* 

Thon, a. Sil^utr-JUfpef^d Nympli, * 

Lightly tiead'ft the iHw^fy Lymph» 
With dank Sedge thy Treflet wreathing^ 
Modulated Mealures breathing; 
A Coral Crown thy Bright Brow Bindtp t MftOi, 
And down devolves &y Swiefing Stok of Gbff Gnu^ 

vm. 

Oft, in nodnmal Serenade, 
Anxious I wake my Lyre's difcordant Strings^ 
Till the reiponfive Echo loudly rings 
With thee, immortal Maid! 
Ah ! perchance my Hopes are vain ■ 
Canfi thou then with barih Difdain, 

* Alluding to the following Lines in ffartnt't Txivmpr 
•r Isis: 

And from the Wave arofe iti gsacdita Q^eir, 
Known by her fweeplng Stole of gitfffy Green i 
While in the coral Crown that bound her Brow, 
Was wove the Delphic Laviel's Terdant Boiigll. 
As the fmobth Surface of the dimply Flood, 
Tt^e Silver-flipper*d Uis lightly trod. 

Spam 



spam my too ofEcio^s Daty, 
Se]f-ena9iour'4 Q^ tby Beauty; 
And dofe thy ft^rn, inexonvble Heart, 
Slighting the Vow fincerc, which wants the Glofi of Art. 

IX. 
Henee, i(Ue Fears— ^-thou ftill art kind ; 

Low. at thy fbotftool bends my trembling Knee ; 
I fae, O Goddd&y and I fue to thee. 
To thy.Bchcfti lefignM. 
No rgedted Votary^ moans 
Taint the Air with feveiifh Groans. 
Wkme we reft, thy Charms enjoying. 
Ever tafted, never dojping. 
Widely thou p9W^ dky AUrdtSafive Rays* 
Inft^At our kUdUng Souk with Fire congenial Uto« 

In Rhedyctna^n favour'd Seat, 
Where richeft Verfe thy finould'ring Altar feeds. 
With him fome chofeA Sage obedient kad^ 
To give Thfe Homage meet. 
Falie SiMmifes, hidden Flaws, 
Old Grammarians crabbed Laws; 
At thy Impiilfe whik elated. 
By thy Pleafiire he unfated. 
With his fell Pen from thy Tribunal bends. 
As on the mangled Lines the frequent Blot defcends. 

I 4 When 
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XI. 

When Aatamn brought the lowexing Year* 
fail Ifis mingled with Britanme^s Woe; 
Meanwhile thou taught'ft her Claffic Plains to flow 
O'er Georgia Grief-ftain*d Bier. 
How (he monm'd the Monarch dead. 
Father of his Country fled, 
lU befits my trite Narration—— 
I in lefs exalted Station, 
Stupidly nod o'er Poefy (b fine, 
Stretch'd on the Ufelefs Couch of Indolence fnpine. 

XII. 
nat Part to Thee we confccrate 
Of the huge H^reatb fbrfooth, msbicb all the NiiUf 
With Skill united harvt confpir^d to tnmne,^ 
A Fricaflee of State ! 
- 'Twould make a Breaks for a Kingi 

Or fliould he feaH on no fach Thing 
As See-iaw Flattery, and his Spirit 
Be coolly tonch'd with fo much Merit; 

* Alluding tx) the following Lines in the concluding Copy of the 
OxroitD Vztsxs abovemeationed, written by the Poetry Profeflbr. 

-■*------- deign to riew 

This ample Wreath^ which all th' ailembled Nine 
'With Skill united have confpirM to twi&e. 
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If he endure the Song with Look finiilery 
The Plan will fuit at lead a Patriot-Miniftcr. 

XIII. 

Full many a Youth, whofe opening Shoot 
Teem'd with Poetic FoliSge, o'er whofe Head 
Cailalian Dews the gracious Mufe has fhed. 
And promised riper Fruit ; 

Such the firm Decrees of Fate, 

Such the Shortnefs of his Date, 
With the Troop of Phantoms namelefs. 
In that pifus Volume famelefs. 
Where the triumphant Clouds of Smoke alpire,. 
Sinks in Oblivion's Arms on the funereal Pyre. 

XIV. 

Far from, the Terrors of thy Reign, 
Curb'd by thy Frown, audacious Genius flics; 
Or^ if he impotently dares to rife, 
Is leveird to the Plain: 
Nought avils his magic Art 
To avert thy vengeful Dart; 
And his infblent empriiing; 
Tliou his vaunting Pow'r deipifing. 
Eager his blailed Glories to confound, 
Strik'A him a breathlefs Corie, tmpitying, to the Ground. 

When 
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When t Snmnpng Sbw nviti Snoiefy Stvajp 
In one fame oonftant Tenor run our Rfaxmes» 
Like the fweet Kf nfic^ of nnvaried Chimes, 
In difbnt due Delay; 
Then our Vows thou deign'fi to hear. 
With a condeibendiQg Ear. 
Aid, O Goddeis, aid my Numbers, 
Let me Share thy Stveeteft Siumiirf, 
While frottk this Qoill, as all along I doze. 
In Apathy diftreet the Stumbling Stanza flows* 



•f See WAiTON*t PUafim •/ MlgacBofy, a Toeau 
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A Poetical EPISTLE 

Ta •*»•• ••«••••, 4/. ^. SiuiifMf of Chift Ch^ck^ 

By the Same. 

Uh VJJKge buonftaiU t entraiMif 

Et la Raifon toujours certame 

Ne fa point marque Us Sentien ? 

Maisjf wfif je ne *veux point U croire } 

Le Repracbe qffenfe ta Ghire\ 

Et Jktriroit tms nos t.auriers. La MOTtl. 

^'^N Thames Banks, while you with happier Care, 
^^ In bolder Notes invite the Aonlan Fair ; 
Or nobly point, to gidde the rifing Youth, 
The ileep Afcent which fcales the Hill of Truth, 
With Learning pure Morality impart. 
Strengthen the Head, aod humanize the Heart j 
Shall fond Prefiunption daringly intrude 
To grate your polifh'd Ear with Accents r^de? 
Since yon, fame leifure Moments to beguile, 
Regard my IdleneiTes with a Smile; 
No fervile Cuftom's narrow Laws revere. 
Pleased with the Language of ^ Ton|;u^ fincere. 

Accept 
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Accept this Prefent like a partial Friend! 

Elfe the raih Trifle jaiHy might offend. 

If e'er my Boibm caaght the facred Flame, 
Let me remember from what Source it came : 
Your Connfel bad me tread this arduous Way, 
And deign'd.to form the rough miihapen Lay. 

Here will I trace where firft theie Strains began 
E'er fleeting Childhood ripenM into Man. 
Can I forgety while Memory holds her Reign, 
And fummons forth her bright Ideal Train, 
Beneath w}iat * Auspices my earlier Agie 
Imbib'd the Di6Utes of the good and Sage ? 
No, gentle Ou/e/ for oft I lov'd to ftray 
Where thy fmooth Current winds its fedgy Way : 
Full to my View befide thy confcious Stream 
Coy Science thence difclos'd her kindling Beam ; 
In wild Career /pontaneons Numbers flow'd. 
As with a Heat, unfelt before, I glow'd. 
If, aught of Glory, Verfe like mine can give. 
Thy Name recorded by the Mule fliall live. 
To me far dearer than the boafted Groves 
Of proud Lyceum where lUiJfus roves : 
Though not a Wreath adorn thy modeft Urn, 
In thy negleded Meads no Poet burn, 

• At the Reverend Mr. Cliavir'b, Father of th« Gcntieman 
to whom this EpUUe h addiefTed, 

No 
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No Lover carve thy Praife on every Tree, 
With his Califta fondly joining thee. 

Since Glory prompted, and I turn'd my Eyes 
To where the Hills of fteep Parnajfus rife; 
Since llcetch'd by Hope the flattering Landfchape grew. 
Ere Judgment check'd the Strokes which Fancy drew. 
Blindly I vcntur'd on a feeble Wing, 
Struck the harlh Lyre, and tun'd th' unmeaning. String* 
But when feint glimmering o'er the mighty Theme 
The Lamp of Genius vanifli'd like a Dream. 
In Wifdom's loftier Spheres too weak too rife. 
Where wrapt in Clouds abftrufer Science lies ! 
Unfkilful in the Jargon of the Schools, ' 
And little vers'd in mathematic Rules, 
With ardent Curiofity I fought 
What modern Art, what antient Nature taught ; 
$aw Poetry expand a leafy Shoot 
ITo hide its faplefs Trunk, and wafted Root; 
Obferv'd Caprice exalt her light Abode, 
And marked the Sallies of the reigning Mode. 
* Some will objeft ; " fuch Theme is quite mifplaced ; 
«' Hence Madman ! what haft thou to do with Tafte? 
** Shall uncommiffion'd Impudence decide 
*• On Airs and Operas with a Scribler's Pride ; 
<* And dare to mix with Coxcombs not a few 

«* Who talk of Matters which they never knew ? 

Becaafe 
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Becaafe foriodth I daunt not in Bitxrade 
To the RidottOy Court, or Ma%«etadie? 
But k«ar UQinov'd inipeiittus Fafluon's 'Call, 
And biing no Sini^t fh>m die midnight 8sdl, 
Ner the How, tedioui, weighty Honrs to idil. 
All Bay read Hofte^ all Night attend Qaadfiilei 
They treat my Notions as th' abfurd Pretence 
Of one quite loft to Tafte and cammon Seafe. 

^ Avaaat ye Widings/' the grave Pedant criei ; 
** Or pay yak Deference to the LeamM Mid WHe. 
** WhoeVr woald judge aright of Sooks, Of Men» 
*' An J tleal Inlhudion with nlieiTing Pen, 
" Before he hopes to win the gazing Crowd 
And to the World procl aim lia^s Thoughts akod : 
Let him in bolky Voinmes deeply tead 
Drink gennihe Knowledge itom thel^outtcnn^-Hnri. 
As one bewildered in piofbnndeft Night, 
Who faindy kens fome Vapor*s dancing light. 
At Random led : peif^x'd by €«ch &eaiark» 
WeVe left as inixch as ever In tiie Daik: 
When Commentators iblve the knotty Point, 
And twill contefted Adverbs out of Joint* 

Perhaps yoct^Il aidwer, '* that to c)e^ the Doiddt 
** 'Tis htti to fearch a ftated Medium ont ; 
^* Nor Pops, nor Book-'wonns for car f ndgeb call: 

«< Tbcfe tfairiL too sniich ; diey «e^^ diink at ail 

Then 
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Then let m fee ^-hi Ages fe poHtte 
Who's quaKlied tt) kcad, eftd who to write? 
Say (hall we X^e the ti^SBie^Aa) (ix a Rat^ ' 
B}r PnViiege sanex'd to fiidx Eftate; 
Extol the fine-i|)an Veiife his Lordfhiip wanre9| 
And in Divinity adore LawQ-^kcves ? 

Or Aiali we boldly k^el -ev'ry Mound 
Admitting all to tread poetic Gjoaad; 
And with a |>atriot Spirit for our Goide 
Extend the Lixnits^ 'of Famaffus wide. 
Allowing thofe who never yet could ^jcU, 
To fpeak, praife, 'ceQ£ure> nay to mrrite as well? 

Whether we yi&ty dreis, ^or entertain, 
Cnftom tdeipotic reigns; — and let her veign. 
Bat fhall the Mufes learn the Gait, the Dattce, 
With all the tawdiy Nochingnefs of Frmiu^ 
Mail they afiume ibme sew iantaftic Shapes 
And change their Habit with each modifh Ape? 
Shall U$ in litesary Credit &ine 
Whofe loofe Mventures iwdl the ^o*ml line ? 
And (hall the Man of JadgiBeiit^s l.>ongiie be aaiiC% 
Unlefs inur'd to quibble^ Jirai di%»le^ 

WhoeVr wottld beaft a «ke J>ifi:em6r% Ai!b 
Should feel wieh tender fympathtek^ Hearty 
Not by the Teil of cold proiaic JLaws 
Befraud Invention of its j^oft lA^hmfec 

B9t 



( 144 ) 
Bat where bold Nature's mimic Drefs appears 
Tranfported ihadder at fi&itioos Fears; 
Now pale with Grief, and now with Joy elate^ 
Bleed with the Vanquiih'd ; triumph with the Great; 
By each hiunane» heroic Paffion toft. 
And fink amid the dear Illafion loft. 
This, this is he, whofe vig?roas Soal can dimb 
Up with the Poet to the true Sublime : 
Without lAmgtnui* Aid his Soul it warms. 
He wants no f Bwrke to tell why Beauty charms. 

Thus the great Stagyrite who taught the Road 
Thro' Learning's Paths to Glory's high Abode, 
Himfelf before, with animated Skill 
Dipp'd mCafialian Streams his glowing Quill^ 
Nor by dim cloifter'd Obienration faw: 
But, e'er enaded, he perform'd the Law; 
To Virtue's Altar his bold Pseans reach. 
And emulate the Art he ftrove to teach: 
His Tribute firft the fmiling Mufe approv'd. 
Then gave her Sceptre to the Son fhe lov'd. 

Fajhion^ who Arbiter of earthly Things 
Dignifies Beggars, or depofes Eings^ 
At length ordains, (which none muft difallow) 
That what was Reafon once, is Folly now. 

•(• The iogeniotis Author of A Pbihfoplntal Enpdry int$ the Ongin 
tftmr Ideas •ftbk SubUme and Beautiful^ 

t . Sec 
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See Criticifm advance, infpiring Awe; 
She iUlkstriaxnphant like fome grand Bafhaw: 
With, or withoat a Caafe, from Syftems free. 
Alters, confirms, fewfes her Decree; : ' 

Her thundering Fikes brandiihe^ anew 
Guiding her own dekr Critical Rewe^w* 
Faft by her Car in Iron Shackles bound . ' 
Relu£Unt Genius kneels, and licks the Ground. - 

Think Aot I dare in thefe eftablifh'd Times 
Combat Dom&iion wi& prefumpjcuotts Rhimes, 
And fceptically blind dlfpnte tike- Chair 
With, thole, who £t Uke Arifiarthat there. 
Lefs fangidne Thoughts myfober Wiihes bound, : 
To tread fecure, nor meet the threatened Wound;! 
For this once moxe my trembling Pen I draw, ■ • 
An<f hail all Qritics with refpedful Awe. 

My lifted A^rror haftens to difplay 
The modem Poet iEiiing to t&e Day: 
I afk not, whom; what Theme his Genius fires; 
How fweet the Strains his fav^rit^ Muie in^ires ; 
Whether he pace on firait-curbM claffic Steed, 
Or mount the winged Pegaiean Breed : 
I would not tear him with ^ Vandafs Ibte; 
Nor yet, regarding his prepofi:*rous Fate, 
Pity his Woes, and curie his ruling Star 9' 

But coolly mention Matters as they are. 

K Privately 
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Privatdy ciamm'd with more than fnendlyPisdfi^ 
ShowePd to feed his cver-thirftmg Lays; 
Hoc with Iflq>atieiice, whieh his Looks coniefii* 
The Youth conuBits his Writiiigs le the Prefi : 
On Drydi^% ibwidittg Pimons fee him fifiv 
Or range with Mihon ia idedl Skies; 
Eager iie pants to icich die hotel Crown» 
Antidpfttitts Yean of loag Renown. 

Poll fooM he views the 1117 FiSion pa^ 
For foch IMiiinsis were not oiade to lift. 
Ere yet too late nrilhhm Ifard nttiie^ 
Ceaie thy vain IteeaoM, nor £ui the hepeleft Fife.. 
Or if diy patient Mnfr mnft needs dafign 
To help with Incenfe Ghtfy's emwded Shrine 
An Ordeal mon ftvece tkaA that of (Md 
Expea:— nay ikiinknot;-*biitappfonch, behold! 
See Apes of Tafte widi half-^awn'd WitB toidbin^ 
Weigh Word fay WxsA^ and nuuder. Line byline; 
Here piamg Bnvy fiets ; thertf Malice ftonns> 
And Dofaidk liiea ia her dio«£bd* Fmis. 

To ica^ the Tempeft*s Rage we kx^ aronn^ 
Rejoic'd if \m » Hcwel can be feond. 
A ManL no- cowardly Foltraoii I hold 
Who rapt in Fhuinel: ihims JN^rwighm Cold. 
Then let na, a* ealtt- PnslettM bids» obey. 
And by her 6«idoilcei taise tiw tmt Wty : 



For 



C 147 ) 

For flnce pot Keat'nvtailght Gemus can avtulf 
Nor Dint of Study turh the loaded Scale ; 
Haw fiiaU.aiptt^y RHimef dare wkltftand 
Incens'd Stupidity's iiiicted Fandt 

'Twas thas departiiftg Freedom at the Field 
Of lofi: Pbilippi £lw her Sqaadrons yield. 
When civil Enmity her Boners tore. 
And Brutus Aed the laft c^ Roman Gore; 
With either Parfy AtHtus aHied 
Bow'd to the Ttimnphi of OS^mnus' Ppjdc ; 
Formally wept at Precdom*8 cMitfg Grave, 
Then hngg'd hia Fettere Ufc^ an i^bjeft Skive. 

My Verfc te thcd fdbrtuffive I refigif; 
Yes, mighty Dulnefei I am whoHy thine : 
To teach mte how to gaiai,-=-not merits Prati^ 
And give, O give thy ibporific Bays; 
Bind me a willing Captive in thy Chains, 
And lead me, where Alliteration reigns : 
Hard by thy Throne ihe waves her wond'rous Wand, 
Wafting, her balmy Bleflfmgs o'er the Iiand, 
Where warBling Winds the pure pelhidd kill. 
And ibothing Sounds excladed MeaiiiA'g idi!* 

Sick of this Homage I depart- in Hafte, 
•The laboar*<f Samenefs pills my jaded Tafte* 
Fretful I mutter " iMs h far too niud^-* 
« I hate e'en Hotiowp, ihouH the Tcrtns bellich* 



> 
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^ To me fome Ith mechanlck Taik affign'; -^^ 

** Confent, O Godded, and the Prize is vdac.*' 

Here the t>road Qaeen's iagadous Train ezdaim ; 
<* Inftandy fnatch the Palms of proffered Fame ; 
** So fhall diy Judges with <^>mplacent Smile» 
" Approve thy neat, diy terie, thy claffic Stile. 
** As Fafhion dilates, and out Laws ordain 
'* In lolling Accents tone thy honied Strain; 
'* With fixed Anchor in the Haten keep, 
*< Nor ralWy venture on the ftcomy Deep* 

** The Naiads firft addrefs, and iannt'ring dttaiil 
** By the green Margin ofibme cfaryftal Stream; 
<< To fweet ArcaH^z Uiftfbi ffliades afpire 
^ In gentle Sydnefs ShepberSfi Attire. 

" Thy fecond Theme, ^nne Amaryllis chafe 
<< Whofe Charms may animate thy ilaggiih Mde, 
<< Let HammbniTz Number touch the leeling Heart: 
** Be thou fuperior; add the Garb of Art. 
<^'In lofty Didion bid her amply ihine, 

* 

Beauteous, Angelic,— ftdp not there,--rDivine : 
Say in her Cheeks what ambufli'd Javlins lie; 

*V What Radiance beaming from her yun-cladEyc.^ 
This is but trifling. — " Would'ft thou then fucceed; 

« Fear not, be bold; fele£l a Theme indeed. 

« Say, can thy foft idinuating Skill 

•' Defcribe a Statefinan't Prohinr at Will; 

" With 
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** With fenrent Zeal ifliduoas to commted 
€€ Th* illuftiioas Patron, and the gencrcius Friend, 
*' To Wealth, to Title duteous Homage pay, 
•« And make the Great the Subje^ of thy Lay ? 

«* Applaufe from ecchoing Multitudes to gain, 
" Or can'il thou—?" 

Almoft buHUng with Difdab, 
" Indeed ^ canno^" I enragM reply ; 
♦* Let others handle Themes like thefe— not I." 

Then what Afylum yet remains for me. 
Where Candor rules, aitd Poetry is free ? 
Say (hall I fleer to reach yon feted Land, 
Where frequent Wrecks deform the hoftile Strand, 
Where Dunce promifcuous rival Dunce engages. 
And Mud with Mud eternal Batde wages; 

Or (hall I fly, where noify Tumults ceafe. 
And feek the Dwellings of inglorious Peace, 
Locked in the Bonds of happy Slumber fiift. 
To dozeaway RemcmbraiceofthepaH; . 
Forgetful too that e'er my childifh Tongue 
With raviih'd Wonder lifpM th' imperfea Song 3 
Content domeftic Quiet to purfue. 
And bid that falfe Coquette, the Mufe, adieu ? 

Since Caution flttmber*d when this rhyming Will 
Firft bade nie ftain with Ink my hafty Quill ; 
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Let her deptrt, ud vifit tkofe who ftif 
The Critic's Laih» the Wit's contemptuous Sneer* 
I cannot now fnperlatively wife 
Perform what * EfiBetus would adrii!^ 
'* Letting each dangerous Enterprise alone 
** Call nnfubdued Security thy- own." 
Unforl'd the Banner, and the Weapon caft. 
All Hopes of Safe^ in Retreat are paft. 

Shoold I fland forth on Record as a Fool, 
My Maxims Ipnm'd, and cancelled ey*ry Rnle^ 
I will nov yet implicitly aibide 
By what the People happen to .decide* 
Nor can I for my Life attentive fit 
To praife each Species of new-fangled Wit s 
Or dwell with Tran%ort on the hobbling RhioMI^ 
The daffic Cant of thefe poetic Timos.' 

Far be the odioss Antiqyaiy's Frown 
Who aims to puQ all living Merit down. 
Who charliihly belies the pre&nt Days, 
When he bewails with an invidioos PraiA, 
(To give Detradion's Venom fiieer Scepe) 
All Genius buried in the Gn^ve of P^* 

^ AyixiiTc; wO'i ^ii»vwA% un ii^ /4«}^y« a^yma^ ««r«> 
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But ihaU eaeh If dhoMm-Beiiig of a Day 
Ufnrp a^ ioAtoit Of>^»ffive Sway; 
Inhuman JPIutcknsrs by Rapine fed» 
Rake up di^ AAes of tbe migkty Dead, 
And conjure foith ibme vet'ian Poet, dreft 
(SuperfliioiM Toil) in Fafliion'a gorgeoas Veft« 

Tii^d of tbe Crowds^ and Noife of Lmiani'Siriet 
Thus when the Cat obtains a Conaoy Seat; 
"Wheve ia uncircnmblciib'd Extent was drawn 
Magnificently large the various Lawn, 
He bowftds to meafor'd Space the formal Square* 
Or gives Propcntion to ih'exad Parterre: 
Wonderful Indoftry! in Pipef oonvey'd 
Here iputt^» down the regular Cafcade, 
There, draggled on in Beauty^s vaunted Line, 
Behold tbe muddy Trench--<-a Serpentine. 

Tell me no more ho)v ShaAe/feuf's Lines expreft 
Th* inimitable Feelings of Diftrefi. 
When ItoMU9 haftes to fleeping Juliets Tomb, 
Or injur'd Liar bewuls his wretched Doom. 
Where are thoie tragic Scenes renown'd of old. 
In native Strength irregularly bold; 
Thofe genuine Tints with whidi that Mafter drew 
Expreffive Nature to our dazzled View? 
All, all are vaniih'd. He whofe ample Mind 
No n^ LeanuDg't flaviih Rules confin'd, 
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0*er traddefs Regions wont at large to foar t 
Now cramped in Trammds of fheatric L^e^ • 
His Seat ufurp'd by more than Gothic Luft» 
Shorn of his Plumes lies giovelinjr in the Daft. 

Privy to Julift*s cooxiterfeited Death, 
We wait the Hour that ihall reftore her Breath ; 
With Hope, witli Fear, widi fond Impatience bard, 
'Till abfent Romeo (peed his wifh'd Retorn : 
Here muft we Hop;— and while in doe Array 
The ftali Proceffion fweeps the tedioos Way, 
Confpiring Shoots of thronging Galleries join; 
«' Indeed this Shakefpear is prodi^ons fine!** 

See frantic Lear in hopdefs Grief diJftreft, 
And warm Companion melt each generous Breaft; 
Now hades th' unraveird Drama to its Clofe, 
And Death breaks off the Tenor of his Woes. 
Can we behold without indignant Rage 
The Monarch re-enthron'd upon the Stage ; 
And Shake/pear's Plan revers'd to bid him li^e ? 
Such is the Crown our wife CornSors give. 
A j after Title fhall the Mufe beftow 
On thefe Deftroyers of the Tragic Woe : 
I Who'er the Author of fo black a Deed, ^ 

In her auguft Tribunal 'tis decreed 
To judge his Cruelty more hateful ftill 
Than the barbarian Wiles* of Generilh 

Whac 
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Whil€ many k Wretch who bears the Poet's rTame* 
Deaf to the Voice of Reaibn, and of Fame, 
Meerly to farbifh out fbme paultry Scene, 
New patches Otway with deform'd Racine^ 
Befmears'with foreign Sauce coarfe EngUjh Ware, 
Or like a Ruffian pillages Voltaire \ 
The heavenly Mnfc alohe unpinionM fings, 
Noi* ftoops to thefe imaginary Kings; 
She opens honeft Truth's obHrudled Source, 
Points Satire's Edge, and wings her Javelin's Force. 
Some think, " on Infefts cruHi'd without a Foe, 
Thit Juftice idly hurls her weighty Blow. 
So (hort, fo fleeting their allotted Date, 
Why urge a Playwright's necefTary Fate, 
O'er their high Creft Oblivion Q>reads her Rod, 
'' Soon are the Footftep» vaniihM where they trod, . 
They and their Farces mixing with the Wind, 
All difappear, nor leave a Wreck behind. 
Where plu'ngM in Chaos many a Fathom deep 
Myriads of Frenchified Abortions fleep. 
Yet if thefe Plagiaries exalted high 
On borrowed Fame's weak Pedeftals rely ; 
Wherefore on Mortals defperately brave 
Laviih that Mercy which they never gave ? 
When Crops {o rank, exuberant Dalnefs yields. 
Who weilds the Critic's Falchion nobly wcilds, 

Defigns 



€€ 
€€ 
€€ 



4€ 



( 154 ) 

pe&jgas like thde my Pendl mdely plan'i^ 
The Execadon sJks an abler Hand. 
EnoQgh for me, if in chefe namelefi Shades, 

' Far ^m the Manfions of Jema*s Maids« 
Ingenooas Truth her artleis Charms diijplay. 
And fteady Reaibn gaide the tempered Lay; 
Or ihewn bf ftrong LoagiBatton's Light 
Ages far diHant crowd the mental Sigh^ 
When Roujfegu tells the * happy State of Man 
By Prieftcraft forg'd ere Right Divine began ? 
Ere Tyrants daim'd the fovereign Throne of God, 
And cruih'd the Nations with an Iron Rod. 
Thus unobferv'd by mad Ambition's Gaasr, 
*Tis mine to roi^e thro' Fortune's humbler Maze» 
AiTert the Freedom of the danntk^ Mnfe» 
And read* or wnte fiich Whimfies as I chofe* 
••••••# m^y you with more fnccefifiil Aim 

, Approach the Temple of wiae-echoing Fame, 
And cull the Wreaths, where pleafing Fidion glowi 
In fairy Realms, which liberal Geiuns firews; 
Whofe darted Impulie fpringing thro* the Mind^ 
Leaves flpwly plodding Indufiry behxnd. 

• Difcoim fur 1* Origine & let FonAement de riac^ilite par 
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A K 

IMITATION of SPENSER. 

I. 

AWeU kaown Vafe of fovndgii Ufe I fiag, 
Pleafiog to Yoang and Old, aad J^rJam Ughu 
The Icrvely Qaera, and eke the liaaghty Kiiig 
Saatch up this Veflel in die morky Night: 
Ne lives there poor, ne lives there wealthy Wight, 
But tties it in mantle brown or green; 
So«ecinK5.it ftands airay'd in gloffy white; 
Anil €& in mighty Dortours may he ieen 
Of China's fiagile earth» with azose Flowfets iheen, 

11. 

The Virgin CQpjely as the dewy Rofc, 
Here gently flicds the foftly-whifp'ring Rill ; 
The Frannion, who ne Shame ne Bluflung knows. 
At once the Potter's gloffy Vafe does fill ; 
It whizzes like the Waters from a Mill. 
Here frouzy Houfewives clear their loaded Reins $ 
The Bcjef-fed Jaftice, who fat Ale doth fwiU, 
Gra^s the round-handled Jar, and tries, and ilraiiis. 
While flowly drH>bling down the fi:anty Water drains. 

The 
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III. 

The Dame of Praance fhall withoot Shame coayej 
This ready Nccdment to its proper Place; 
Yet {hall the Daaghters of ^e Lond of Fay 
Learn better Amenaunce and decent Grace; 
Warm Blofhes lend a Beauty to their Face, 
For Vutoe's comely Hats dieir Cheeks adom; 
Thus o'er the diftant Hillocks you may trace 
The purple Be^nings (rf* die infant Mbm : 

Sweet are our blobnung Maids— the fweeteft Ctea* 
tores bom. 

IV. 
None bnt their Hnlbands or thdr Lovers tme 
They tmft widi Management of their Afiairs ; 
Nor eren thefe their Privacy may vienr. 
When the foft Beavies feck the Bow'r by Pairs : 
' Then from the Sight accoy'd, like tim'roos Hares, 
From Mate or Bellamoor alike they fly;~ 
Think not, good Swain, that thefe are fcomfbl Airs, 
Think not for Hate they ihnn thine am'roas Eye, 

.Soon fhall the Fair Return, nor done thee. Youth, to 

V. (dye. 

While Bclgic frows acrofs a Charcoal Stove 
<Repl€ni(hM like the Veftal's lafting Fire) 
Bren for whole Years, ahd fcorch the Parts of Love, 
No longer Parts that can delight inipire, 

Erfl 



Eril Cave of BUTs, now monamental Pyre| 
O Biitifh Maid, for ever clean and neat» 
For wKom I aye will wake my £mple Lyre, 
With double Care preferve that Dan Retreat, 
pair Venus' xnylHcBowV, Dan .Cupid's feathcr'd Seat* 

So may your Hours foft-fliding jfteid away» 
Unknown to gnaniog Slandiec.aiid to Bale^ . 
O'er Seas of blifs Peacei guide Jier Gondelay» 
l^e bitter Dole impefl the pafling Gale. 
O ! iweeter than the Lillies of the Dale,. 
In your fbft Breads the Fruits of Joyance grow. 
Ne fell Dcfpair be here with Vifage pale. 
Brave be the Youth from whom your Bofoms glow^ 
Ne other Joy but you the faithful Striplings know* 
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An Excellent BALLAD. 

To the Tune of Cbe^j^baee. 

\lt Tlfifenie tkeit dwelt nesr Bucldngbami 
W That famons- Country Town, 

At a kiid«i« Pkce^ hight Wbaidmi Cbmce^ 
A SfrfM of «U JfeoMMim. — '— 

A Dniid's faoed Form he bore. 

His Robes a Girdle bound: 
Deep versed he was in antient Lorc^ 

In Cnffoms old, profound. 

^ Stick tam fiom that hallow'd Tree, 

,WhafQ Chmar us'd to £t. 
And tell his Tales with leering Glee, 

Supports his tott'xing Feet. 

High on a IBll his Manfion ftood. 

But gloomy dark within; 
Here mangled Books, as Bones and Blood 

Lie in a Giant'^ Den. 

Crude, undigefied, half-devonr'd. 
On groaning Shelves they're thrown ; 

Such Manufcripts no Eye could read. 
Nor Hand write— but his own. 

No 
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No Propket He, like SydropKel, 
Could future Times explore; 

But what had happened, he could tell. 
Five hundred Years and more. 

A walking Alm'nack he appears, 
Stept from Tome mouldy Wall, 

Worn out of Ufe thro' Dull and Years, 
Like Scutcheons in his Hall. 

His Boots were made of that Cow's Hidev 

By Guy of Warwick dain ; 
Time's choiceil Gifts, aye to abide 

Among the choiea Train. 

Who firft received the precious Boon^ 

We 're at a- Lofs to learn. 
By Spelman^ Cambden, Dugdtde^ WOTB^ 

And then they came to Heame. 

Hiome^ fimtted in thenr for a wUle$ 

And then, as lawM Heir, 
ifir0«iwdaim'd and ieiz'd the predotts Spoils 

The Spoil of many a Year. 

His Car himielf he did provide^ 

To ftand in donUe Stead; 
That it fliould carry hun aHve^ 

And buiy him when dead« 
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By nifty Coins old Kings he*d trace. 
And know their Air and Mien: 

King Alfred he knew well by Face, 
Tho* George he ne'er had feen. 

This Wight th' oatiide of Churches lov^d, 

Almoft unto a Sin; 
Spires Gothick of more ofe he prov'd 
Than Pulpits are within* 

Of oiby no doubt» when high in Air, 
A wand'ring Bird they'll reft» 

Or with a Bramin's holy Care, 
Make Lodgments for its reft. 

Ye Jackdaws, that are us'd to talk. 

Like us of hnman Race, 
When nigh yon fee Brown flit's walkj, 

Loud chatter forth his Pndie. 

Whene'er the £ual Day ihall come^ 

For come, alas! it muft. 
When this good 'Squire muft ftay at home. 

And turn to antiq^ue Daft; 

The folemn Dirge, ye Owls, prepare. 
Ye Bats, more hoarily fcreak; 

Croak, all ye Ravens, round the Bier, 
And all ye Church-mice, fqueak ! 
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DIALOGUE 

BETWEEN 

The P O.E T and his SERVANT. 
In ihutadon of Horaces Sat. ix« Book ii. 

By the late Mr. Christopher Pitt. 

Ser^. O IR, — Pve long waited in my turn, to have 
*^A Word with you — but Fm your humble Slave. 
Poet. What Knave is that ? My Rafcal ! 

Servant. Sir, 'tis I, 
No Knave, nor Rafcal, but your trufty Guy, 

Poet. Well, as your Wages flill are due, I'll bear 
Your damn'd Impertinence, this Time of Year. 
Serv. Some Folks are drunk one Day, and foma 
for ever. 
And fome, like W»****, but twelve Years together. 
Old Evremond renown'd for Wit and Dirt, 
Would change his Living oft'ner than his Shirt ; 
Roar with the Rakes of State a Month, and come 
To ftarve another in his Hole at Home. 
So rov*d wild Buckingham^ the publick Jeft, 
Now fome Inn-holder's, now a Monarch's Gueft; 
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His Life and PoEdcks of cv^ry Shape, 

This Hour a Roman, and the next an Ape. 

The Gont in ev*rjr Limb fiom ev^iy Vice, 

Poor JV?;**» Jiir'd a Boy lo throw tSc Dice. 

Some wench forever; — and their Sins in thofe 

By CaHom £t as eafy as their Cloches. 

Some fly like Pendnloms from good to evil. 

And in that Pi>int are madder thian the Devil: 

For they— — 

Piet. To what will thefe wife Maxims tend ? 

And where, fweet Sir, will yoor Refledions end ? 

SiTuant, In you. 

Feet. In mCy yon Knave? make out yoor Charge. 

Serv, You praife low living, but you live at large. 
Perhaps you (carce believe the Rules you teach. 
Or £nd it hard to pradlife what you preach. 
Scarce have you paid one idle Journey down. 
But wit^iout Bufine^ you're again in Town. 
If none invite you. Sir, abroad to roam. 
Then — Lord, what Pleafure 'tis to read at home I 
And fip your two Half-pints with great Delight 
Of Beer at Noon, and muddled fort at Night* 
From EncomBe, John comes thnnd'ring at the Poor, 
With — Sir, my Maftcr begs you to come o^er. 
To pafs thefe tedious Hours, thefe Winter Ni^^s ; 

Not that he dreads Invaiions, Roeues, or Sprites. — 

Strait 
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Strait for your two beft Wigs aloud yaa call* 
This US in Buckk, that not cur'ld at idL 
And where the Devii are the Spurs f yovt cry» 
And Pox ! what Blockhead iaid die Bolkifis by ? 
On your old batter'd Mtie you'll needs be gone, 
(No matter whether mt four Legs or none) 
Spla(h, pl8iige» and ftttmble, as you fconr tbe H^th, 
All fwear at Mfirden 'tis mi Liie and Death: 
As fierce thro' Wanham Streets you fcamper on, 
Rufe all the Dogs and Voters in the Town ; 
Then fly for fix long ^aset^ Miles as bad. 
That Corfi and Kingfion Gentry think you nad. 
And all this forious Riding is to proire 
Your high Re^d, it feems, and eager Love: 
And yet that mighty Honour to obtain, 
Banksj Sbaftfbury^ DotUngtonf may fend in vain. 
Before you go, we curfe the Noiie you make. 
And blefs the Moment that you turn your Back. 

Meantime your Flock depriv'd of heavenly Food, 

As we of carnal, ftarve and ftray abroad: 

Left to your Care by Providence in vain. 

You leave them all to Providence again. 

As for myfelf, I own it to your Face, 

I love good Eating,— and I take my Glafs : 

But fure 'tis ftrange, dear Sir, that one fhould be 

In you Amufement, but a Crime in me. 

L 2 All 
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All this is bare refining on a Name, 
To make a DiiFerence where the Fault's the iame. 
My Father fold me to your Service here, - 
For this fine Livery and four Poands a Year. 
A Livery you fhould wear as well as I, 
And this I'll prove,— but lay your Cudgel by. 
You (erve your Faflions. Thus without a Jeft 
Both are but Fellow-Servants at the befl. 
Yourfelf^ good Sir, are play'd by your Defires, 
A meer tall Puppet dancing on the Wires. 

Poet, Who at this Rate of talking can be free? 

Serv, The brave, wife, honcft Man, and only he : 
All elfe are Slaves alike, the World around. 
Kings on the Throne, and Beggars on the Ground. 
He, Sir, is Proof to Grandeur, Pride, or Pelf, 
And (greater ftill) is Matter of himfelf: 
Not to and fro' by Fears and Factions hurl'd. 
But loofe to all the Intereils of the World : 

And while the World turns round, entire and whole 
He keeps the facred Tenour of his Soul ; 

In every Turn of Fortune ftill the fame, 

« 

As Gold unchang'd, or brighter from the Flame : 
Collefted in himfelf, with godlike Pride, 
He fees the Darts of Envy glance afide; 
And fix'd like Atlas^ while the Tempefts blow. 
Smiles at the idle Storms that roar below. 

One 
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One foch yoa know, a Layman to your Shame, 
And yet the Honour of your Blood and Name. 
If yoa can fuch a Chara^ler maintain. 
You are too free, — and Pm your Slave again. 
But when in Brunts feignM Battles you delight 
More than myielf to fee two Drunkards fight. 
Fool, Rogue, Sot, Blockhead, or fuch Names 

are mine. 
Yours are a ConnoiiTeur, or deep Divine. • 
I'm chid for loving a luxurious Bit, 
The facred Prize of Learning, Worth, and Wit : 
And yet fbme fell their Lands thefe Bits to buy ; 
Then pray who fuffers moft from Luxury ! 
I'm chid, 'tis true ; but then I pawn no Plate, 
I feal no Bonds, I mortgage no Eftate. 
Beiides high Living, Sir, mnft wear yoa out 
With Surfeits, Qualms, a Fever, or the Gout. 
By fome new Pleafures are you ftill engrofs'd. 
And when you fave an Hour you think it loll. 
To Sports, Plays, Races, from your Books yoa ran. 
And like all . Company except your own. 
You hunt, drink, fleep, or (idler (till) yoa rhyme : 
Why? — but to baniih Thought, and murder Time. 
And yet that Thought which you difcharge in vain. 
Like a foul loaded Piece, recoils again. 
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fnt. Tom, fdtch a Ca]ie» a Whip, a CMh a S(oae»--^ 

StrvoMt. For what? 

Por/. A SwQfd, aPiftol, <vaGiiiu 
I'll fhoot the Dof. 

5«r<v. Lord, who would be a Wit? 
He's in a mad, or ia a rhyavog Fit. 

F»et. Fly, fly, you Raftal, for your Spade and Fork; 
For once I'll iet your lazy Bones to work. 
Fly» or ril fend yon back withoot a Groat 
To the bleak Moontains where yon firft were canght. 



EPIGRAM. 

Off /i&^X^9. Mr. Hanbory^s Plantation, «*/Mt7Stc 
Meeting, at Church Langton, /« Leicefierfhire* 

SO fweet thy Strain, To thick thy ShoA, 
The pleas'd SpeAator lees 
The Miracle once more diiplay'd 
Of Orpheus and his Trot* 
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I ' - ' 

THE 

LAW-STUDENT. 

To George Colman, A. M. of Ch. Ch. Oxford. 

■ 

S(uid tibi cum Cirrtaf quid cum PernieJIidos mula t 
Romanum' propius di<vitiufqu$ forum ejf. Martial. 

NO W Chtift-ClliircH left, and fixt at Lincblii's Inn^ 
Th' im[k)rtant' Studies of the Law begih*. 
Now groan tfie Shelves beneath tli' unufual' Charge 
Of Records, Statntes, and Reports at large. 
Each claiOc Author ieeks his peaceful Nook^ 
And modeft'Vir^ir yields his Place to Coke, 
No liiore, ye Bards, for vain Precedence hope. 
Bat even Jacob take the Lead of Pvpg ! 

Whild the pil'd Shelves fink down on one another. 
And each huge Folio has it's cnmb'rous Brother, 
While, artn'd with thefe, the Student views with Awe 
His Room^ become the Magazine of Law, 
Say whence fo few fucceed ? where thouiands aim. 
So few e'eV rieadi the pi^mis'd Goal of Fame? 
Say, why Caciliui c^^tn the g^fiil Trade 
For Regimentals^ Sword, andfmart Cockade? 
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Or Sextus wliy his firft Profeffion leaves 

For narrower Band, plain Shirt, and padding Sleeves ? 

The Depth of Law a(ks Study, Thought, and Care; 
Shall we feck theie in rich Alonxo*% Heir? 
Such Diligence, alas! is feldom found 
In the brifk Heir to forty thodand Pound. 
Wealth, that excufes Folly, Sloth creates. 
Few, who can ipend, e'er learn to get Eilates* 
What is to him dry Caie, or dull Report, 
Who ftudies Faihions at the Inns of Court; 
And proves that Thing of Epaptinefs and Show, 
ThatMungrel, half-fbrm'd Thing, a Temple-Bean ? 
Observe him daily iauntring up and down. 
In purple Slippers, and in filken Gown; 
Laft Night's Debauch, his Morning Converiation ; 
The Coming, all his Evening Preparation. 

By Law let others toil to gain Renown ! 
Florio^i a Gentleman, a Man o'th' Town* 
He nor. Courts, Clients, or the Law regarding. 
Hurries from.Nando's down to Covent-Garden. 
Yet he's a Scholar ;— >mark him in the Pit 
With Critic Catcall found the Stops of Wit ! 
Supreme at George^s he harangues the Throng, 
Cenfor of Stile from Tragedy to Son^: 

Him 
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Him ev'iy Witling views with fecret Awe« 
IDeep in the Drama, ihallow in the Law. 

Others there are, who, indolent and vain. 
Contemn the Science, they can ne'er attain : 
Who write and read, bat all by Fits and Starts, 
And vamifh Folly with the Name of Parts; 
Truft on to Genias, for they fcorn to pore, 

'Till e^en that little Genius is no more. 

Knowledge in Law Care only can attain. 
Where Honour's purchas'd at the Price of Pain. 
If, loit'ring, up th' Afcent you ceafe to climb. 
No Starts of Labour can redeem the Time. 
Induftrious Study wins by flow Degrees, 
True Sons of Coke can ne'er be Sons of Eafe. 

There are, whom Love of Poetry has fmit. 

Who, blind to Intereft, arrant Dupes to Wit, . 

Have wander*d devious in the pleafing Road, 

With Attic Flowers and Claffic Wreaths beftrew'd: 

Wedded to Verfe, embraced the Mufe for Life, 

And ta'en, like modern Bucks, their Whores to Wife. 

Where'er the Mufe ufurps defpotic Sway, 

All other Studies muft of Force give Way. 

Int*reft in vain puts in her prudent Claim, 

Nonfuitcd by the pow'rful Plea of Fame. 

As 
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As well 70a might weigb LcxA dgdni a iPei&cf, 
As ever jumble Wit zad Lsiw together. 
On Littleton^ Coke gravely thus remarks, 
(Remember this, ye rhyming Temple Sparks!) 
*« In all our Author's Tenures, be it IIOti^D, 
** This is the fourth Time any Verfc is qooted.'* 
Which, 'gainft the Mufc and Verie, may well imply 
What Lawyers caU a Noli Pro/equi. 

Quit then, dear George^ O quit the bairen ¥i€iiLa 
Which neither ProKt nbr Reward' ca)i* yidd f 
What tho^ the fprightly S^ne, Well-aded, draWs 
From unpacked En^ilhitten lanbtib'd Appknfb, 
Some Monthly Gmb, fome l>enms of the Age, 
In Print cries ihame on* the degenerate Stdge.*^ 
If haply Cburcbill ibive, with generous Aim, 
To fan the Sparks of Genius to a Flattie r 
If all un'asked, t;nici^owing, Aikt> un^kow'k. 
By noting thy Defert, lie prove his oWa ;* 
Envy ffiaH ftndt vdi Aamilionh Repdr, 
And vent b^' Spleen,' aSxd C^l, aiid Venoitt^tliere, 



* Alhiding to ce^bbi ^iigerioMis and Hliberal Criticifms ia 
the CritiaU MLevitw^ wheran th^ Jea&us lVift\%, Comedy, ajid 
the Author of that Play, a» well as his Friends, were at dificrer.L 
.Times atucked, with e^uai Virulence' and In'rolince. 

Thee 
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Thee, imd thy Woiis, and all thy Prktida cfecfy/ 
And boldly print and ptrbfiih a txtdc Ufi, 
Swear your own Hand Ac ilatt'ring Llk^nefi rfreW, 
Swear your owh Br^atli Fame's p^tial Ti'ttrnpet Klcv^. 

Well I remeihbcr oft yotiy friends have {aid, 
(Friends whom the fureft Ma;dms ever led) 
Turn Parfon, CofmaTij that's the Way to thrive; 
Your Parfbns are the happieft Men alive. 
Judges^ there are but Twelve, and never more. 
But Stalls untold, andM(h«ps, Tv^enty-fdur.^ 
Of Pride and Glarct, Sloth and VenYon full. 
Yon Prelate mark. Right Reverend and dulH 
He ne'er, good Man, need penflve Vigils kefcp 
To preach his Audience once a Week to ileep; 
On rich Preferments battens at his Safe, 
Nor fweats for Tithes, as Lawyers toil for Fees. 

Thus they advis'd. I know thee better far ; 
And cry, ftick dofe, dear Colman, to the Bar ! 
If Genius warm thee, where can Genius^ call 
For nobler Adtion than in yonder Hall? 
>Tis not enough each Morn, on Term's Approach, 
To club your legal Threepence for a Coach-; 
Then at die Hall to take your fiient Sta&d^ 
With Ink-horn and long NoU-book in your Hand, 

Marking 
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Marking grave Seijeants cite each wife Report, 
And noting down fage Didlams from the Coart^ 
With overwhelming Brow, and Law-leamM Face, 
The Index of your Book of Common-place. 

Thefe are mere Drudges, that can only plod. 
And tread the Path their dull Forefathers trod, 
Doom'd thro' Law's Maze, without a Clue, to range, 
From Jecond Vernon down to fecond Strange* 
Do Thou uplift thine Eyes to happier Wits! 
Dnlnefs no longer on the Woolpack fits; 
No longer on the drawling dronifh Herd 
Are the firft Honpurs of the Law conferred; 
Bat they, whofe Fame Reward's due Tribute draws, 
Whofe aftive Merit challenges Applauie, 
Like glorious BeacoAs, are fet high to view. 
To mark the Paths which Genius fhou'd perfue. 

O for thy Spirit, Mansfield! at thy Name 
What Bofom glows not with an a^ve Flame ? 
Alone from Jargon born to refcue Law, 
From Precedent, grave Hum, and formal Saw f 
To ilrip Chican'ry of its vain Pretence, 
And marry Common Law to Common Senfe f 

Pratt! on thy Lips Perfnaiion ever hang I 
Engliih falls, pure as Manna, from thy Tongue: 

On 
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3n thy Voice Truth may reft, and on thy Plea 
Unerring Henley found the juft Decree. 

Henley, than whom, to HardnjoicPs wcll-rals'd Pame» 
[STo worthier -fecond Royal George cou'd name : 
No Lawyer of Prerogative : no Tool 
Fafliion'd in black Corruption's pliant School ; , 
Fonn*d, twixt the People and the Crown to ftand. 
And hold the Scales of Right with even Hand ! . 

True to our Hopes, and equal to his Birth, 
See, fee in Torke the Force of lineal Worth ! 
But why their fev'ral Merits need I tell ? 
Why on each honqurM. Sage's Praifes dwell? 
IVilmot how well his Place, or Fofter fills ? 
Or fhrew'd Senfe beaming from the Eye of WilUs ? 

Such, while thou fee'ft the public Care engage. 
Their Fame increafing with increaiirig k^t* 
Rais'd by true Genius, bred in Pbesbus* School, 
Whofe warmth of Soul found Judgment knew to cool ; 
— With fuch illuftrious Proofs before your Eyes, 
Think not, my Friend, you've too much Wit to rife : / 

Think of the Bench, the Coif, long Robe, and Fee, 
And leave the Prefs to ••••*•»»♦ ••• •• •». 



THE 
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THE 

MOUSE and OYSTER. 

WHEN Midnight's &ble V«il o'er^rcsui the 
Plain, 
When Bats zni Fairies, Mice and Morpbeus lagn, 
A bold iwdaiuited Moafe that kmg defy^d 
The various Stratagems that Kat$ had try'd. 
His deftin'd Doom received, for ibon or hite. 
Both Mice and Moi^ardi's mnft fobmSt to Fate. 

Oft was the Moon with ilvtx Loftre atywn'd. 
Since the nodomal Pirate maidiM his Round; 
Soon as his Foe» tha Son, had took his Ffight» 
Trips forth the little ChamiMQii of the Night; 
With cautions Tcead» iecure from fell Atfifhap, 
Of Pufsy of Potion, pr tremendous Trap, 
Still at the He^d of his rapacious Qan, 
He &ipt from Shelf to Shelf, from Pan to Pan; 
With Nofe fagadons finoak'd the baited 6in» 
Wary and confdous of the Snare within : 
Now feafts on ridi Va^ety of Meats^ 
And oft in Cbc^ef^ his own Apartments eats ; 
Regales on Floods of Cream, Ragouts, and Cakes, 
Of all the Dainties Qf the Day partakes : 

Now 
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Now dorpij^ jricj^ Cpnfery^s ^ith vploptap^ 'I^^fie, 
And Taps the tejqtder Tenements of PajS«. 
As yet iinhajToi'd jhe Epicure patroU'df 
And fearleft o'er l^s fileat Sfibprbs ft|x>lll'd; 
X^uxurious Nfglits ip ple^Qg Plunder pafs'^, 
Nor drea|p( i^^t th^s was doom'd to be l^ 1^. 

For now the f ifjjie— th^ 45^!^'^ Time wa« fenp; 

So Fate ordain'd, — and who can pate prevent I 

Thick Shades once more had veil'd the haunted Houfe^ 

Once more from Coverts bolts th' adventrous Moufe, 

Lighting in evil Hour in Qucft of Prey, 

Whef e \n ^ Gronpc th' aven^g Oyftcr lay : 

A Fifh cpinniifll<^'-d from thp w^tfy Thfong, 

With Ligament of icaly Anxiour ilrqng; 

Lay with expanded Jaws, and gaping Shell, 

(But yyjip the fad Pataftspglie c^ij tgU !) 

The dainty Mq^kf (tiU craving feme new Diih» 
Enters the gloomy ft^^sfipos fif tjxfi Fiih ; 
With Beai;4 f 7$Iodug» and wi{h lufcions Lip« 
He longs the Pickle of the Seas to fip. 
RousM by hi§ Tqiks, *' cjaftic Oyfter fell. 
Caught clgfe the Caitiff's Head in watry Cejli 
In vain the Viftim labours' tQ get fre.e, 
From Durance hard, arid dread Captivity; 
Lock'd in the clofe Embrace, enfnaPd h^ lies. 

In PillVy fafe, pants, ftruggles, fqucaks, and dies. 

Thin 



Thas the juft Fate of his own Crimes he meets> 
Like Rakes expiiing in deftrn^ve Sweets. 

Now placed on high, the Mafler views the Prize, 
And hails the Conqaeft with exulting Eyes ! 
And when beneatir fedate he fits and fmoaks^ 
And cracks his Nats, his Bottles, or his Jokes, 
Thb Tale he tells to grace the Chriftmas Pye, 
And to the trophy *d Relics points on high. 



Translation of an ancient EPITAPH 

In the Cloyfters of Wlncbefter Colhgt. 
EPITAPH. 

CLaofas Johannes jacet hie fab marmore Clarkus, 
Qui fnit hie quondam Prefbyter et Sodiis. 
In terra Rofeos folitns ftillare Liquores, 
In coelo vivis inunc qnoque gandet Aquis. 

TRANSLATION. 

"nEneath this Stone lies ihut up In the dark, 
•*-' A Fellow and a Prieft, yclept John Clark: ' 
With earthly Ro/e^JVater he did delight ye. 
But now he deals in heavenly Jqua-mt^^ ~ 
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THE 

N E W - Y E A R»s - G I F T. 

Prefented with a Pair of 

SILK STOCKINGS, 

To MUs Bitt Cooh^ of Eton. 

I. 

TO pleafe tHe Fair^ in cowAj Lays 
The Poet plays his Part, 
One tenders Snuff, Another Pzaiie, 
A Tmb-fick or a Htart. 

n. 

Alike They all, to g^n their End 

Peculiar Arts diiclofe. 
While I, fubmiffiye, only fend 

An bumbli Pair rf Hofo. 

HI. 
liong may they guard from Cold and Hai^Qt 

The fnowy Legs that wear 'em, . 
And kindly ipiead their Influence warm 
To eyciy Thing that^s near *em* ' 

M But 



.->-<i 
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IV. 

Bat let it not be hnlty deem'd* 

Nor move your Indignadoit, 
If* i a little partial feem 

In Gift or ComnMidalfoB* 

V. 

Each fair Perfe£Hon to dif^ay* 

Woald far exceed my Charter; 
My modeft Mufe mnft tievtr ftray 

Above the £nee, or Garter. 

VI, 
And wlio did e'^ a tta&s view 

So wordiiy to be pra&'^ ? 
Or from A fair Foondadon Ibiew 

So £ne a Fabnck nds^^ f 

vii. 

Thou learned tUtklh, 4gfe ^•^^ fi^. 
Since fpite of J>iitjp itai ^laSt^r, 

Yott now can tdlk ^e ^e^dxigDkjr 
Of Pillan and PilsAen; 

vin. 

You that %r flocirs lutve ^irM ^httK^ 

Thro* Halls tt»d iCDkttaAei» 
And fearer wotdd^^ it trM^ iiO^ 

Bat Ard&^s ami Ni^%g9^ 

Did 



.^ 
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.IX. 

I 

Did you yi aU your suzy Rou&j 
Two nobler PiUaw view? 

What yielding Marble e'er wm found 
So exquifitdy tme^ 

X. 

The fwelliiig Dome widi Jdately ftow 
May many Fandeg pleale ; 

I view, content, what lies below -^ 
The Comioe and the Fnesse. 

XL 

The beauteous Twins io fair, fb round. 
That bear the noWe PHe, 

Muft fure proceed from Venui Motmt^ 
Or from ♦ Cythtrds Jfle. ' 

XII. 
Propitious Fates, prefcrvc *em iafc. 

And keep 'em fhug together. 
And grant they may the Malice brave ' 

Of Man as well as Weather. 



• Two Places from'^hfidace the Ancients brought 
Materials for their moft noble Structures. 

M 2 From 
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xra. 

From lacklefi Love, or Rancour baiew 
May never III attend 'em ; 

And grant, whatever be the Cafe, 
That I may fiill defend 'em. 

XIV. 
By gende, gen'roos Love* 'ds tra^ 

They never can mifcarry; 
Nor Damage come, nor Lois enfae, 
. From honeft» harmlefi Harry c 

XV. 
Bat flioold a Kidght of greater Heat 

Precipitate invade^ 
Believe m^ Bett^ fSbsj then may need 

Some ieafimable Aid: 

XVI. 
O ms^ I ever be at Hand 

From e^rf Harm to fcreen 'em^^ 
Tlien» SMifoHrUki^ I'll take my Stan4 

And live or die between 'em. 






EXALTATION: 



^ 
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EXALTATION: 

OR, THE 

• SIGNATURE of LOVE. 
A DESCRIPTIVE PASTORAL. 

la the Modem Style* 

T>Eneath the Shadows of a glimmering Oak, 
-*-* Where confdous Meads in foft Delnfion broke. 
And ancient Murmnrs, tremblingly awake. 
Repel the neighbouring Coolnefs of the Brake; 
Two Swains, reclining, /both'd th'enamoiirM Tongoe, 
And thus, with^fragrantVows, their Pipes they ftrung. 

STREPHON. 

In every Grove the varioas Floods combine; 
A thodand Beauties balk upon the Line ; 
The (blemn Breezes emulate the Day; 
But Chloe is the Subjed of my Lay.. 

C O R y D O N. 
Let Thunder, iick'ning, finite upon the Ground, 
And mazy Beam$ refle£l a dawning Sound ; 
Let lofty Ecchoes on Meanders throng; 

But Phillis b the Burden of my Song* 

M J STREPHON* 



( i82 ). 

8TREPHON. 
Cliloc*s to me more fair than azuve Sight; 
fAore foft than Heifers melting into Light: 
O come, yeSwsuns, and leave th' enamePdMoni; 
The moffy Garlands rival jrour retonu 

C O R Y D O N. 
My Phillisy wond'ringf drives the Heat to pierce 
And fmiles precarions throagh the gay Reverie: 
Ve Hills and Dales that chear the verdant Sand, 
Bear me where ages float at her Commands 

S T R E P H O N. 
My Love* regardlefs of the vemd Main, 
Like Honey Miifhing, variegates my Pain; 
And, Hke the Bee» ihe fmoodis die mantled Green ; 
Soft a» the Stars, and as the Hills (erene. 

C O R Y D O N. 
My Love is Uke the roral Scats above; 
The Canopy of Fate is like my Love; 
My Love is like the Deep, in Pniple drcfi. 
And all Ambrofia warbles in her Breaft. 

f 

STREPHON, 

Now tell me, Cotydon, and Chloe take. 
What Thing is that, by £ii^ expell'd the Lake^ 
Whofe airy Footfteps faded as they grew, , 
Prodnc'd in Silence, yet alive in blue? 

CORYDON. 



^"S* 
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C O il Y p O N. 

Firft tell me, Str^phon, and be Phi]lis thine* 

What Thiog is that fo daringly divine* 
By Reafon f^ather'd^ and hv Nature preft* 
Refulgent* doubled, trebled, and unbleft ? 

M E N A Ju G A ^, 

Enough* enough — ^.O Shepherds, yeifr Delajr 

Retards the fleecy Partihers of (he Spray ; 
See* from yon Cloud impending Mirrors rife ! 
See how the Vallies wanton in the Skies ! 
From Wave to Waive rd»<^aflit Shades appear. 
Revolving Swan^ prodaim the Welkin neai'» 
And aid the breathing Surface of the Year. 

EXTEMPORE LETTER 

From Captain Th^mas^ at Bernera, to 
Captain Price at Fort Auguftus. 

Written }iift before iigtung ijbe Peace oF Aix la Chapelle. 

^« f^O M E, Thomas^ give us t'other Sonnet,** 
^^ Dear Captain* pray refleft upon iti 
Was ever fo abfnrd a Thing, 
What* at the Pole to bid me fing? 

• Jocmody Student of Ch. Ch. Oxford. 

U 4. Alas! 
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Alas ! fearch all thofe Mountains lonnd. 
There's no Thalia to be found; 
And Fancy, Child of fbuthem Skies, 
Averiey the fallen Region flies — 



i*BM» 



I (cribble Verfcs? why you know^ 
I left the Mnfes long ago; 
Deferted all the tuneful Band, 
To right the Files, and ftudy BUmd. 

Indeed in Youth's fantaftick Prime 
Mifledy I wander'd into Rhyme, 
And am'rous Sonnets penned in Plenty, 
On ev*ry Nymph, from twelve to twenty. 
Compared to Rofes and to Lillies 
The Cheeks of Cbloi and of PhiUisi 
With all the Cant you'd find in majiy 
A ftill-born modem Miicellany. 
My Lines, how jprond was I to fee *em. 
Steal into Dodjkft New Muleum: 
Or in a Letter fair and clean 
Committed to the' Magazine. 
Our Follies change; that Whim is o'er. 
The Bagatelles delight no more. 
Know by thefe Prefents that in fine 
I quit all Commerce with the Nine ! 



Love 
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Love-StraiDS, and all poetick Matters, 
Lampoons, Epiftles, Odes, and Satires, 
The Toys and Trifles I difcard. 
And leave the Bays to Poet Ward. • 

No, now to Politicks confinM 
I give up all the bufy Mind. 
Curious, each Pamphlet I perufe. 
And fip my Coffee o'er the News ; 
But apropos, for lail Conrant 
Pray thank the Lady Gouvernantc, ' 
But what's this Rumour in the Mail 
From -A>— pho, what is't, la Chapelk f 
A Peace unites the jarring Pow'rs, 
And ev'ry Trade will thrive but our's. 
** Farewell, as wrong'd Otkello faid, 
*« The plumed Troops, and neighing Stecd,'^ 
The Troops alas ! more Havock there 
A Peace will make, than all the War. 
What Crowds of Heroes, in a Day, 
Reduc'd to ftarve oft Half their Pay! 
From Lowendabl, 'twould Pity meet. 
And Saxi himfelf might weep to (ec*U 
Already Fancy's adtive Power 
Fore-runs the near approaching Hour, 

• An Officer in the fame Regiment. 



MetUnks 
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Methinks (ciin'd Cliance) the fatal Stroke 
I feely and feem already broke; 
The Park I iaanter op and down. 
Or fit upon a Bench alone. 
Sneaking and (ad — ^le jnfte portrait 
D'on paovre Capitaiae Refiinne; 
My Wig, which (han'd each nider Wind, 
Toapee'd before, and bagg'd behind. 
Which John was os'd, with niceft Art, 
To comb, and tanght the Carls to part. 
Loft the Bo!Ie-air, the jannty Pride, 
Now lank dq>ends on either Side* 
My Hat grown white and mftick o'er 
Once Uen troofie with Galon d'or. 
My Coat diftab'd widi Daft and Rain, 
And all my Figore qaifee Campaign. 
J'habiUe £ne with tamifli'd Lace, 
And Hanger jpdorM in my Face; 
Tavern or Cofise-iioaie unwilling 
To give me Credit for a Shilling; 
Forbid by c^xy icorafol Belle, 
The Prednds of the gay Roelle. 
My Vows, tho' breathed in ev'ry Ear^ 
Not e*en a Chambermaid will hear; 
No Silver in my Purfe to pay 
iot Open Ticket, or the Play. 



No 
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t^o Meilage lent to bid me come 
A Fortnight after to a Drum* 
NotVifits or recdv'd or paid; 
No Ball, RidottOy Mafquerade. 

All penfive« heartlefs, and Ckagrint 
I fit devoted Prey to Spleen. 

To you, dear Prict, indulgent Heav'a 
A gentler, happier Lot has givVi ; 
To you has dealt, with bouttteoiii Haads* 
Falladian Seats, and fruitful Lands, 
Then in my Sorrows have the Grace 
To take fome Pity of my Ca&,. 
And, as yon know the Times are hardy 
Send a fpn»ce Valet with a Card; 
Your Compliments— and beg I'd dine. 
And tafle your Mutton and your Wine ; 
You'll find mod pnndual and obfetvant. 
Your moft obliged and humble Siprva^^ 






Nbw-Maexbt, 
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NEW-M A R K E T. 
A SATIRE. 

nefXiMTiinc twnuc, 

T^ yt. Sophod. Elea. 50S. 

HIS Coantry** Hope, when now tbe Uoaning 
Heir, 
Hai lofl the Parent's, or the GaardlaD'i Care; 
Fond to poUeTi, yet eager to deftroy. 
Of cadi Tain Youth, lay, tvhat'i the darh'ng J<^ ? 

Of 
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Of each laih Frolic what the Source and End* ' 
His ible and firft Ambition what?— to fpend. 

Some 'Squires to Galliah Cooks devoted Dapes» 
Whole Manors melt in Sauce, or drown in Soops : 
Another doats on Fiddlers, till he fees 
His. Hills no longer crowned with tow'ring Trees ; 
Convinced too late that modern Str^ns can nwue^ 
Like thofe of ancient Greece^ th* obedient Grove : 
In headlefs Statues rich, and ufelefs Urns, 
Marmoreo from the claffic Tour retorns* — — - 
Bot would ye learn, ye leifore-Ioving 'Squires^ 
How beft ye may difgrace your prudent Sires % 
How iponeft ibar to fafhionable Shame, 
Be danm'd at once to Ruin— and to Fame; 
By Hands of Grooms ambitious to be crown'd^ 
O greatly dare to tread Olympic Ground! 

What Dreams of Conqueft fiufh'd Hilarious breafi^ 
When the good Knight at laft retir'd to Reft ! 
Behold the Yonth with new-felt Rapture n^k 
Each pleafing Proiped of the ipadous Park : 
That Park, where Beauties undilguis'd engagef 
Thofe Beauties lefs the Work of Art than Age; 
In fimple State where genuine Nature weara 
Her venerable Drefs of ancient Years; 
Where all the Charms of Chance with Order meet^ 
The Rude, the Gayi the Graceful and the Great. 

Hew 



( '90 ) 

Hoe aged Odb lapnar tlidr Bnuidict hoar. 
And fimi daik Gnwu, wUch Drmdf might adore ; 
VKh meedng Boughs, and deepening to the Vkw» 
Here flK>ott the bread nmbrageoos Avenue : 
Here various Ti«et compoie a chequetM Scene» 
Glowing in gay IMverfide^ of Green: 
Theie ithe Ml Stream Are' inteimini^ng Glades 
Shines abroad Ldce, or fidb in deep Caftades. 
Nor wantt there hazk Copies or beechen Lawn> 
To chear widi 6«i or Shade the bonnding Fawn. 

And<lee the good old Sca^ whole G^Mc T^m^n 
Awful emerge fiom yonder tnfted Bow'rs; 
Whofe rafter'd Halt the ciow£ng Tenants fed. 
And de^t so Age and Want their daily Bread, 
Where^rdled Knights, with peerie6 Damfids jou'ii. 
At high and iblemn Fcftitals have din'd; 
P ie lcniiug oft fiur Viitae^s Ihining Talk, 
In myftic Pageantries, and aMmd Maik. 
But vain aH andent Fraife, or Boaft ofSirdi* 
Vain all Ae Palms of old 'heroic worth*? 
At onc9e a B^mkrupt, and a prolperoas Heir, 

Hilan9 bets. Park, Honfe, ^iflblve in Air. 

With antique Aimour hung, his trophied Itooms 
Deicend to Gamefters, Proftitutes, and Grooms. 
He' fees his fted-dad Sires, and Mothers mild, 
Whobnwely^hook the Lance, oriweetly finii'd. 
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All the fidr Seriei of the ^yhi&er'd Race^ 
vr,hak piaur'd Foi-ms the ftately Galleiy grtcc) 
DebA8*d» Ahn^ip the Price of ill-got Gold, 
To deck ibme Tavern vile, at Au^ions kUU 
The Pariih wonders at th' unopening Door, 
The Chimnies blaxe, the Tables groan, no xnore» 
Thick Weeds around di' untrodden Courts arifea 
And all the ibdai Scene in Silence lies. 
Hifli&]f> the Lofs politdy to repair. 
Tana Athdft^ Ftddi«*, H^wayman, or tlzy'rm 
At length, the Scorn, the Shame of Man and God, 
Is doom'd to ru6 ^e Steeds that once he rtfde. 

Ye rival Vondii, yotir golden Hopes how. vain. 
Your Dreams of Thou(ands on the Med Plain! 
Not more fantaftic $anck6h airy Coorie, 
When madly itionnted on the magic Horle*, 
He pierc'd Heavens opening Spheres with dazzled Eye^ 
And leemM to ibar in vifionary Skies. 
Nor lefi, I ween, precarious in the Meed, 
Of young Adventurers on the Miife's Steed; \ 
For Poets have, like you, their deftin'd Round, 
And Ours is but a Race oh clajjic Ground. 

Long Time, the Child of .patrimonial Eafir, 
Hippoliius had carv'd Sirloins in Peace:] 

• C&ntMno. See Don ^ixotCy B. ii. Chap. 41. 

Had 
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Had qualFM (scure, unvex'd by Toil cr Wifis^ 

The mild OSober of a private Li/e : 

Long liv'd with calm domestic Cooqnelb crown'd^ 

And kill'd his Game on fafe paternal Ground : 

And, deaf to Honour's or Ambition's Call, 

With rural Spoils adom'd his hoary Hall. 

As bland he puff'd the Pipe o'er weekly News 

His Bofbm kindles with fublimer Views. 

Lo there, thy Triomphs, Taaffky thy Palms, Porimore ! 

Tempt him to fiake his Lands and treafor'd Store. 

Like a new Brnifer on Brougbtomc Sand, 

Amid the Lifts our Hero takes his Stand; 

Snck'd by the Sharper, to the Peer a Prey, 

He rolls his Eyes that *' witnefs hage Difinay ;** 

When lo ! the Chance of one inglonoos Heat^ 

Strips him of genial Cheer, and fnag Retreat. 

How awkward now he bears Dilgiaoe and I>ir^ 

Nor knows the Poof*^ laft Refuge, to ht pert ^ 

The ihiftlefs Beggar bears of His the worfl^ 

At once with Dulnefs and with Hunger coift. 

And feels the taftelefs Breaft Equeftrian Fires, 

And dwells fuch mighty Rage in graver ^Sfuinsf 

In all Attempts, but for their Country, bold, 
Britain, thy conscript Counsellors behold; 
(For Some perhaps, by Fortune Bivour'd yet,. 
May gain a Borough, from a lucky Bet,) 

Sjnit 
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Smlt with the Love df the laconic Boot, 
The Cap, and Wig fuccinft, the £Iken Suit, 
Mere n^qdcrn Phaetons^ ufurp the Rein, 
And fcoor in rival race the tempting Plain. 
See, fide by fide, the Jockey and Sir John 

Difcuis th' important Point ^of Btx to One, 

For oh ! the boafted Privilege how dear. 
How great the Pride, to gain a Jockey's Ear ! 
See, like a routed Holl, with headlong Pace, 
Thy Members pour amid the miiigling Race ! 
All afk, what Crottds the Tumult could prodace- 
Is Bedlam^ or the Commons all broke loofe ? 
Their Way nor Reafon guides, nor Caution checks. 
Proud on a 'welUbred Thing to riique their Necks.— 
Thy Sages hear, amid th^ admiring Croud 
Adjudge the Stakes^ moH eloquently loud : 
With' critic Skill, o'er dubious Bets prefide* 
The low DiTpute, or kindle, or decide : 
All empty Wifdom, and judicious Prate, 
Of diflan^^d HQrfes gravely fix the Fate : 
And with paternal 'Care unwearied watch 
O'er the nite Condu^ of a daring Match, 

Meantime, no more the mimic Patriots rife. 
To guard Britannia*^ Honour, warm and wife : 
No more in Senates dare afiert her Laws, 
Nor pour the bold Debate in Freedom's Caufe: 

N Neglea 
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Negled the CoanTels of a finking Land, 

And know no Roftrwm^ bat New-Market^ s ^tand. 

Is this the Band of Civil Chieft defign*d 
On England* s Weal to fix the pondering Mind ? 
Who, while their Country's Rights are iet to Sale, 
Quit Europe s Ballance for the Jockefs Scale J 
O iay, when leaft their fapient Schemes are croft. 
Or when a Nation, or a Match is lofi ? 
Who Dams and Sires with more exadnefs trace. 
Than of their Country's Kinp the facred Race : 
Think London Journies are Uie worfl of Ills i 
Subfcribe to Articles^ inftead of Bills: 
Strangers to all our Jnnalijts relate, 
Theirs are the Memoirs of th* Equeftriam State : 
Who loft to Albion*^ paft and prefent Views, 
Hbber*, thy Chronicles alone perufe. 

Go on, brave Youths, till in fome future Age, 
Whips (hall become the Senatorial Badge \ 
Till England fee her thronging Senators 
Meet all at fFeJtminfter, in Boots and Spurs ; 
See the whole Hou/cf with mutual Fren2y mad. 
Her Patriots all in Leathern Breeches clad : 
Of BetSy not Taxesy learnedly debate. 
And guide wiih equal Reins a Stnd and State. 

• Author of anBiflmcal List of thettunmng'^BfrJu, &c« 

How 
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How would a virtuous * Houhnhym neigh Difdain, 
To fee his Brethren brook th' imperioas Rein ; 
Bear Slavery's wanton Whip, or galling Goad, 
Smoak through the Glebe, or trace thedeflin'd Road; 
And robb'd of f Manhood by the murderous Knife, 
Sullain each (brdid Toil of fcrvile Life. 
Yet oh, what Rage would touch his generous Mind» 
To iee his Sons of more than human Kind; 
A Kind, with each exalted Virtue blefl. 
Each gentler feeling of the liberal Breaft, 
Afford Diverfion to tliat Monger bafe. 
That meaneft Spawn of' Man's Half-monkey Race ; 
In whom Pride, Avarice, Ignorance, confpire. 
That hated Animal, a Tahoo-Squire. 

How are the Th£rons of thefe modern Days, 
ChangM from thofe Chiefs who toil'd for Grecian bays ; 
Who fir*d with genuine Glory's facred Luft, 
Whirfd the fwift Axle through the Pythian duft. 
Theirs was the Pi/an Olive's blooming Spray, 
Theirs was the Tbeban Bard's recording Lay« 
What though the Grooms of Greece ne'er took the od3s ? 
They won no Bets — ^but then they foar'd to Gods ; 
And more an Hiero*s Palm, a Pindar* s Ode, 
Than all th' united Plates of George beftow'd« 

• yiJ, GuLLXVxs^t Travels. Voyage to the Heuhniymt, 
^ A Copy in the Hadixjan Library reads Hobsx-hood. 

N 2 Greece/ 
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Greece ! how I kindle at thy .magic Naoe, 
Peel all thy wannth, and catch the kindred Flam^, 
Thy Scenes fablime, and awefal Vi£ons ri^ 
In ancient Pride before my mofing Eyes. 
Here Sfarta*^ Sons in mute Attention hang. 
While juft Lycurgus poors the mild Harangne; 
There Xerxes* Hods, all pale with deadly Pear, 
Shrink at her fated * Hero's flalhing Spear. 
Here hung with many a Lyre of filver String, 
The laureate Alleys of lit/^us Q>ring : 
And lo, where rapt in Beauty's heavenly Dream 
Hoar Plato walks his oliv'd Academe. 

Yet ah ! no xhore the Land of Arts and Arms* 
Delights with Wifdom, or with Virtue warms. 
Lp ! the flem furi^ with more than Fandal^Rzgc^ 
Has blafled all the Wreaths of ancient Age : 
No more her Groves by Fancy's Feet are trod. 
Each Attic Grace has left the lov'd abode. 
Fall'n is fair Greece I by Luxury's pleafing Sane 
Seduc'd, flie drags a barbarous foreign Chain. 

Britannia watch ! O trim thy withering Bays, 
Remember thou hafl rivall'd Grecians Praife, 
Great Nurfe of Works divine ! Yet oh 1 beware 
Left thou the fate of Greece, my Countiy, fhare. 

Recall 



Recall thy wonted Worth with confcioQS Pride, 
Thpvi too had (^n a S&i^ in a Hydf; 
Haid bade thine EJn»ardi and thine Henries rear 
With Spartan Fortitude the Brittfit fpear; 
Alike ba8 feen thy Sons defenre the Meed 
Or of the moral or the martial Deed. 

EPITAPH 

1*0 the pie-hottfe Memwry ef Nell BATCHStOKj an 

Ofcford Pye-Womau. 



H 



I. 

'£R E deep in the Daft, 
The m&^y old Croft, 
Of Nell Batchelor lately was ftioven ; 
Who was Ikiird in the Arts 
Of Pies, Paddings, and Tarts, 
Andi knew cv'ry Ufe of the Oven. 

il. 
When flie'd liv'd long enough. 
She made her laft Puff, 

A Puff by her Hu(band much prais'd ; 
Now here (he doth lie. 
And makes a dirt Pye, 

In hopes that her Craft will be rais'd. 
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THE 

CASTLE BARBER'S SOLILOQUY. 

Written in the Utc War. 

IWhowith fachSuccefi— «la»! (ill 
The War came on — have fiiav'd the CafiU. ; 
Who iy the Na/t, With Hand anQiakcn, 
The telJtft Htrtti oft have tahm ; 
In humble Strain, am doom'd to rooora 
My Fortime chang'd, and Sute forlorn ■ 



i ^99 ) 

My Seap fcsite rentares into FtoA, 
My Razors ruft in idle Sloth ! 
Wisdom • ! to you my Vcrfe appeals; 
Yoo (hare the Griefs your Barker feels : 
Scarce ^comes a Student once a whole Age, 
To ftock your defolated College. 
Our Trade hov(^ ill an Army fuits ! 
This comes of picking np Recruits* 
Lof{ is the Robher'z Occupation, 
No Robling thrives — but of the Nation : 
For hardy Necks no Rope is twilled. 
And eVn the Hangman* s felf i3 lijfed. 
Thy Publifliers, O mighty Jackfon ! 
With fcarce a fcanty Coat their Backs on, 
JVarning to Toutb no longer teach. 
Nor liofe npon a Dying Speech, 
In CalFock clad, for want of Breeches, 
No more the Caftk^Cbaplain preaches; 
Oh! were oar Troops but fafely landed. 
And every Regiment difbanded ! 
They'd make, I trsft, a new Campaign 
On HenUfs Hill, or Campsfield'^ Plain : 
Deftin'd at Home, in peaceful State, 
By mt frefifflmnj^d^ to meet their Fate! 

• The Governor of Ox/W C^« 
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Regard, ye JufticesofpeaCe! 
The Castle Barber's piteous Ciie: < 
And tinUj nuike fomt (aag Addidos^ 
To better Us diftreft CoBditkm. 
Not Aat I mean^ hj foch £3q>reffions. 
To Jbave your Worfinps at the SeJJions ; 
Or would, with vain PreTamptioii big, 
A(pire to tmnb the Judg^z Wig : — 
Far leis ambitioiis Thoaghts are mine. 
Far hnmbier Hopes my Views confine. 
Then think not that I aik ami(s ; 
My fx&all Reqneft is only this. 
That I, by Leave of Lcigr or Pardo, 

May, with the Castle— ^^r Bocardo. 

« _ 

Thus, as at Je/us oft I've heard, 
Rongh Servitors in Wales preferr'dy 
The jQmses^ Morgans^ and Jp-Rices, 
Keep Fiddles with their Benefices. 
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IMITATION of HORACE. 

/fa, heatis nunc Arahum in'viJes 

Gazisf i^c. L. I. Ode xxlx. 

00 you, roy Friend, at laft are caught —- 

^ Where could you get fo ftrangc a Thoughtj^ 

In Mind and Body found? 

All meaner Studies you refign. 

Your who]e Ambition now to fhlne 
The Beau of the B^au-monde. 

Say, gallant Youth, what well-known Nam© 
Shall fpread the Triumphs of your Fame 

Thropgh all the Realms of Drury ? 
How will you ftrike the gaping Cit? 
What Tavern fliall record your Wit ? 

What Watchmen mourn your Fury ? 

What fprightly Imp of Gallic Breed 
Shall have the Culture of your Head» 

(I mean the outward Fart) 
Forto'd by his Parent's early Care 
To range in niccft Curls the Hail-, * 

And wield the Puff with Art? 



Na 
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No more let Mortals toil in vain. 
By, wiie conjedhire to explain 

What rolling Time will bring: 
Thames to his Source may upwards flow. 
Or Garrici fix Foot high may grow. 

Or Witches thrive at Tring : 

Since yon each better Promife break. 
Once fam*d for Slov'nlinefs and Greeks 

Now tumM a very Paris^ 
For Lace and Velvet quit your Gown, 
The Stag TRITE for Mr. Town, • 

For Drury Lane St. Mary's. 



SONG. 

GIVE Ear, and a comical Story PIl tell, 
*Tis of an old Dodior you know very well, 
Who, tho* grave as a Saint, got dmnk as all Hell: 

Tol de rol, lol, &c. 

It was on a Sunday, as all have agreed ; 
For the Dodor he held it a Part of his Greedy 
That the better the Day, the better the Deed. 

• Author of fkt CoZ^NOZSStVK* 

He 
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He fat, and he drank, and he toafled old Cripfey, 
But he never Tafpedted he e'er fhould grow tipfey,* 
He bang'd eumfiipfo 'till he was not feiffe. 

And when he had gotten as drunk as ten Bears, 
He put on his Surplice, and f^aggePd down Stairs, 
Tho' not able to fpeak, yet refolvM to read PrayVs. 

To the Deik then he came, and bowM low on each Side, 
I wiU rife and go to my Father, hfi cry'd; 
But tumbled and prov'd that he damnably lied. 

To the Pfalms then he got, but would you know how. 
He fpew'd on King Dg^id^ and likely I trow. 
For he was as drunk as was Bawd's old Sow. 

To the Collefts he got then, with great Hefitation, 
While the Company all were in great Expectation, 
Infiead of a Pray'r came an Ejaculation. ' 

And now with refpeft to the Gown and th^ Band, 
How bravely muft flouriih the Church of this Land, 
Supported by Pillars not able to Hand ! 

Tol de rol, lol, &:c. 
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